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The Prologue. 

Ch o r. V s. 

ITWO houfhotds both alike in dignitie , 
x (in fain Verona where we lay our Scene ; 
From ancient grudg e , br eake to new mutinie 
Where ciuill bloud makes ciuill hands vneleane : 
From forth t he fat all loynes of thefe two foes , 
of p'aire of Starr e-croft louers take their life: 
Whofe mifaduentur’d pittious otter thrones. 

Both with their Death b uric their Parents Jlrife. 
The fear efull paffage of their Death-mar kt loue , 
And the continuance of their Parents rage , 

Which but their childrens end, nought could remoue: 
Is now the two hour es traftequeof our Stage. 

T hevohich if you with patient eares attend, 

What here fall miffe, our toyle Jhatlftriue to mend. 
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Enter Sampfon and Gregori e, with Swords and Buckets, 
of the tioufe of Capulet. 
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Gregorie, on my word weele not caric Coles. 
W\^^Greg. No, tor then we (houldbe Collyers. 

%WmSarnp. I mcane. and we be in choller, wecle draw. 
hftmfbGreg. I while you line , drawe your Neckeoutof 
the CoUer.. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being rtioued. 

Greg, Butahouart not quickly moutd toitrikca 
Samp. Adoggeofthehoufcof Mountaguemoucimt. , > 

Greg. Tomoue is to llirre, and to be valiant, is to Hand, . 
Therefore.if.thpu art moued thou run 'ft away. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhall moue me to (land. 

I will take the wall of any Man or Maide of Mount agues, 

Greg. Thatfhewesthecawcakeflaue ,for.theweakeftgoc* 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true , and therefore women being the weaker 
vcflels are cucrthrulito the wall : therefore Twill pu(h Afeun~ 
tagnes men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to the wall. 

Grog. The quarrell is betweene our matter*, & vs their men. 

§ Samp. Tis ail one I will fnew my felfc a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men,I will be cruell with the Maides,] will cut 
off their Heads. 

Gregf. The heads of the Maide*. , 

A % Samp. 
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Samp. I the heads ofthemaides,or their maiden hcads,take 

it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe, that fecle it. 

Samp. Me they fhall fcele, while I am able to ftand , andtis 
knowne 1 am a pretty peece of flefh, 

(j r tge. Tis well thou art not fifh , if thou hadft , thou hadft * 
beene poore Iohn : draw thy toole here comes ofthchoufc of 
Mount agues. 

Enter two other feruingtnen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, tutne thy back and runne? 

Samp Feare me nor. 

< jre . No marrie , I feare thee. 

Sampf Let vs take the Law of our fides , let them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowne as I pafle by, & let them take it as they lift* 
Samp. Nay as they dare, Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

5a tup. Is the Law of our fide if I fay I? 

Gre. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bit.c my thumb at you fir , but! bite 
my thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp, But if you doe fir, Iamforyou, I ferucasgooda 
man as you. 

Abra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Benuolio. v 

gre. Say better, here comes one of my Maifters kinlmcn. 

Yes better fir. 

Samp. Draw ify ou be men,<?r*£flri>,temember thy fwafhing 
blowc, 7 

Sew. Part fooles, put up your fwords , you know not whae 

you doe 
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Enter Tib alt. 

Tibalt. What art thou drawne among thefe hartlefie hind*: 
Urne thee Benuolio , lpoke vpon thy death. 

Ben. 1 doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or roannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. What drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee: 

Haue at thee coward. „ 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or party four. 

Off. Clubs, Billes and Partylons, ftrike , beate them downe, 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Mountagues. 

: Enter old Capulet in hisgowue , and his Wife. 

Capu. What noy fe is this? giue me my long fword hoe, 
wife. A crowch, a crowch, why call you fora fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mountague is come, 
AndflorUhcs his blade in fpightofnoe. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Moun. Thou villain e Capulet, hoMmenot, let me goe. 

v lA.Wife. z. Thoulhaltnotflironefooteto-feekcafoe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Propbaners of this n eighbour- ftained fteele, 

Will they not heare? what ho, you men.youbeafts: 

That quench the fire of yoHr pernicious rage, 

With purple fountaines ifluing from your vcines: 

On paiwe of torture , from thofe bloudy hand* 

Throw your mifiempered weapons to the ground. 

And heare the fenteacc of yourmoued Prince. 

Three ciuill brawlcs bred of an ayrie word 
By thee old Capttkt and Mount ague t - V 

Haue thrice difturbde the quiet of our ftreets 
And made Veronas auncient Citizens, 5 
Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancred hate: 

Ifeueryou difturbe our fireets againc. 

Your liues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace, 

A 3 For 
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For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Cafulit ftiall goe along with me, 

And CMot tntngue come you this afternoone, 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Frce-towne, our common judgement place: 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Exeunt, 

Mount- Who fet this auncicnt quarrell new abroach? 
Speakc Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the feruantsofyouraduerfarie 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibdt, with his fword prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He fwong about his head and cut the winder, 

Who nothing hurt witball, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thrurt and blow’es, _ 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came ,who parted either part. 

Wife. O whereis&weejfawyouhimtoday? 

Right glad am I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hourc before the worfhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind drauemee to walke abroad, 

Where vnderneath the groueofSyramour, 

That Weft ward rooteth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him I made , but hee was ware ofiwee. 

And dole into the couert of the wood, 

Imcafuringhis affeaionsbymyowne, 

Which then mod fought, where mo ft might not be found. 
Being one to many by my weary felfe, 

Purfued my humour, not purfuing his., 

And gladly ftiunned ,who gladly fled fronrme. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there bcene fecne, 
With teares augmenting the trefh mornings ° ea ^' 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with his deyienghes. 






of Romeo ind Juliet. 

But all fo foone as the all cheering Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw. 

The (hadie curtaines from Aurora bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heauy fonne. 

And priuate in his Chamber pennes birafelfe, 

Shuts vp his windowes, locks faire day. light out. 

And makes himfelfc an artificiall night, 

Blackeand protendous mud this humour proue, 

Vnleffe good Counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My noble V nde doe you know the caufe? 

Mom. I neither know it, nor can learoe of him. 

Ben. Haueyou importunde himby any meancs? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends,. 

But hee his owne affe&ions Counfeller, 

Is to himfelfe( I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfc fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme. 

Ere hee can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow. 

We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Berm. Sre where hee comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide 
lie know his greeuancc or bee much demde. 

Moun. I would thou wertfo happy by thy flay. 

To hcare true lhrifc,come Madam jets away. * 

Benuol* Good morrow Coufin* 
meo. Is the day fo young? 

2 n. But new ttrooke nine. 

Romeo, Ay me fad hourcs feeme long/ 

Was that my father 'hat went hence fofaft ? 

Ben. lr was : what fa Joefle lengthen* AWdmures? 

tng that, which hauing, makes them fhorr. 






Bom.. Nothauu 
Bm. In h ue. 
Borneo. 

Ben. Ofloue, 
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The mofi Lamentdle tragedie 

'font. Out of her faiiour where I am in loue. 

Beni Alas that loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyranou* and rough in proofe. 

Remet. Alas that loue, wfcofe view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes, fee path-waies to his wils 
Where ftiall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue. 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing fir ft created: 

O heauie lightnefTe, ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaos of welfecming formes, 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold ficr, ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue fecle I, that feelc no loue in this, . 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weep?. 

'Rom. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppression. 

Romeo. Why fuchisloucs tranfgrclsion. 

Griefes of my ownelie heauy in my b»*K, _ 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue 1 n P rc : > - 
With more of thine, this loue that thm htft fflo^ne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much o 
lone is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes, 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in leuevs eyes , 

Bcin? vext, a fea nourifht with lowing teares. 

What is it elfe? a madneffe mod difcrcet, 

A choking gall, and a prefcruingfweet. 

Farewell r»y Coze. 

Ben. Sofc*I will goe along. 



Rem. Bid a ficke man in fadnefle make his will? 

A word ill vrgd to one that is fo ill ? 

In fadneffe Couzeo,! doe loue a woman. ■ 

Ben. I aymd fo nearc.when 1 Xf 1 *. ou - 1 
Rom. Aright good marke-man, and Ihee s faire I loue. 
Ben. A right faire marke, faire Coze is foonel hit. 
Romeo Wcll.in that hit y< u miffe, ftieel not be hit 
With Cupids mow, fhe hath Dmw wit: 
a ,1 nfchaliicic well anndv 



Shec will not ftay the fiegc of louing tearmes. 

Nor bide th’ incountcr of availing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saintft-feducing gold, 

O fhe is rich in beautie,onely poore. 

That when dyes, with beautie dyes her ftore. v - 

Ben. Then Hie hath fworne, that' (he will flfll hW cnaft 
Row. She hath, and ih that /paring mak^s hu^e wait: 

For beautie fteruM with her feuetitiej 
Cuts beautie offtrom all pofteritic. 

She is to faire, too wife* widely too ffkc t 
To merit bhflc,by making me dtfpaire : 

She hath forfworne to loue,and in that tow. 

Doe I hue dead,that liue to tell it now# 

Ben. Be ruldc by meTorget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 (hould forget to thinke# 

Bo. By giuihg liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. T’is the way to call hers (exquifite) in queflion more, 
Thefe happie Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke^puts vs in minde theylude the take: 

He that is ftrooken blind,cantiOt forget 

The precious rreafure ot his eyc-fight loft, C" 

Shew me a M litris th it is pafimg fake. 

What doth her beautie icruebut as a note* 

Where I may reade who paft that palling faire ; 

Farewell thou canft not teach mc to forget, 

Ben. lie pay that du6trine,orclfcdyem,deblt ExitW. 
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Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clowns 
fopu. And Mount ague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard I rhinke. 

For men fo old as we to keepe the peace. 

‘Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both. 

And pittie tis you lin'd at ods fo long : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Cap*. But faying ore what I hauefaid before. 

My child is yet a ftranger in the World, 

Shee hath not fee ne the change of fourteene yeares. 

Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Y ounger then fhe,are happie Mothers made. 
Capu. And too foone mard are thofe fo early made; 
The earth hath fwallowcd ail my hopes but Ihe, 

She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth .* 

But wooe her gentle Paris , get her heart. 

My will to herconfent, is but a part, 

And fhe agree,within her fcope ofehoife, 

Lyes my confent, andfaire according voice s 
This night Ihold,an old accuftomd Feaft, 

Whereto I haue inuited many a gueft, 

Such as loue, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more f 
At my poorc houfe, looke to behold this night. 

Earth treading fiarres, that make darke heauen light. 
Such comfort as doe luftieyong men fcele, 

When well appareld tAprill onthe heele 
Of limping winter treads, euen fuch delight 
j Among frclh Fennell buds fhall you this night 

Inherit at my houfe.heare all, all fee ; 

And like her mo(i, whole merit moll fhall be ; 

* Which on more view of many, mine being one* 
May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 

I Come goe with me, goefirrah trudge about, 

■ Through fairc ZJerona, find.thofc perfons out, 

1 Whofe names are written there, and to them fay, 
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Exit'. 



My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure flay. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written.Here it is writ- 
ten chat the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
Taylcr with his Laft, the Fj fher with his Penfilfand the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thole perfons whofe names 
are heee writ ,and can neuer find what names the writing petfon 
hath here writ" (1 muft to the Learned ) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, andRomco. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out auothers burning, 

One paine is Iefncd by anothers angutfh : 

Turncgiddie,and behoipe by backward turning: 

One defperate griefe, cures with an others languilh: 

Take thotifotne newinfedlion to theey.e. 

And the rankepoyfon of the old will dye. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

’Ben. For what I pray thee? •- 

Rom. For your broken Ihin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad? 

%om. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut yp in Prifon, kept withour my food, 

Whipt and tormented:and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? ! 

Rom. I mine ownc fortune in my miferie. : 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke: 

But I pray can you reade any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Y e fay honeftly, reft you merry. 

Rem. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

Q'Eigneur Martino , and his wife and daughters : ('ounty Anfclme 
^Jandhis beauteous. fitters . the Lady wtddow ofV truuio ,Seiontur 
1 iaccnrio ,, and hts louclyNeecesMcrcuiio and his brother Valen- ' 
tWimweVncleCzy^ztk,, »,f e and daughters :mj fatr e Need 

A farre Affembly, whither Ihould they come ? 
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Ser Vp. v,- fi 

Ro. Whither to fupper. 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Ro. W H'ofe houfe? 

S <r. My Maifters. % 

In Jecde I fhpuld haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My Maifler h the 
great rich Capulct, Sc ifyou be not of the houfe of Mount Agues, 

3 pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben. At this fame auntienc fcaft of Capulets-, 

Sups the faire Re feline whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired be auties of V trona , 

Goe thither and with vnattainted eye, \ 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Ma-ntaines fuch falfh >od, then turne rcares to fire; 

Aod thefe who often drownd, could neuer die, 

Tranfparent Heietiqnes be burnt for licrs, 

O.te fairer then my lone? the all feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match, fincc firH ihe world begun. 

Ben. Tut, you fa w her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felte poy fde with her lelfe in eythcr eye: 

But in that Chrifialifcales let there be waid. 

Your I.adies loue agsinfVfomc other maid, 

That 1 will fhew you fbiuing at this feaft, • ■ 

And fhe (hall fcant (hew well, that now fiicwes belt. 

Ro. lie goe along no fuch fight to be fhowne, 

But to reioyce in fplcndor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and ^Jnrfe. ^ 

Wife. Nurfc wher’s niy daughter? call her , 

N urfe , Now by ntj maidenhea d , at twelne ye are old l bad > 
cvme,what Lamb, what Lady -bird, Cod for bid, 

Where* this Gtrlihobat luliet. ' 

Enter Iuliee. 



Juliet, How now who calls? 
Nur. Tour mother. 
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1uU Madim I am here, what is your will? . 

m wiU This is the matter. Nurfc glue leaue a while , we mull 

T] ' L. tx Nurfe come backe againe , 1 haue remembred 
mi thou’fcheareourcQunfcll. Thou knoweft my daughter’s 

Nurfc! Faith I can tell her Age vnte ate hottrt. 

Wife. .Shees not fourteene. . 

Nurfe. He lay fourteene of my teeth, & yet to my teem be ttfrokfu, 
J haue but foure, /bees net fourteene. 

JJow long is it new ta Lammas tide? 

Wtfe. A fortnight and oddedayes. _ 

Nurfe. £#e» or odd, of all dates tn theycere come Lammas Sue at 
night fb. ill fhe be fourte*ne.S\ihnand fhefjod reft aH Chriftian fouls, 
were of an age. Well Sufan is with God.fbte was togoodfor me. But 
as l faid Lammas Sue at night fhall (bee bee fourteene , then fhall 
f betmarrie , 1 remember it well, Tts flnee the Earth quake now 
eleuen y cares, and ]be was we and l neuer /bad forget it, of all the dates 
of the ye are vfon that day : for 1 had then laid: worme wood to my 
dug fitting in the Sunne vnder the DeUe houfe wad, UVy Lord And. 
you were then at Mantua, nay / doe bears a braine. But as 1 [aide, 
when it did tad thewerme wood on the mpple of my Pugg e , and 
felt it bitt.r , pretty [ode , to fee it teachie and fa do at wi'h the Pug, 
Shaft cjuoth the Doue- houfe, twas no neede 1 trow to bid met trudge : 
and Jince that time it is a lessen year es, for then (bee could ft and alone, 
nay bi thro ode fbe could haue ru>me and wadUdall about '.foreseen 
the day before [he brokj her brow, and then my Hufband .God be with 
his foule, a nos a merry man,tookevp the child. yea ejUsth bee, doeft 
thou fall vpon t hy face ? thou wilt fall ba. kjward when thou haft more 
Wit , wilt thounet Iulc? ts4ud by my holy dam , the pretty wretch left 
trying, and faid /; tojee now how a l eft /ball come about. J warrant , 
and / Jballliue a thoufandyeares , / neuer fhould forget it wilt thou 
not Iule quoth he? andpret yfeole it ft luted, am faid I, , - • 

Old La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. - 

Nurfe. Ye s Madam ,*ytt 1 Cannes chufe hutlaufh , to thinks it 
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fh u id leaue crying and fay J : andyet I warrant it had vpon it brew, a 
b'.mpe as big as ayou g Cochr'lsflone? a perilous k»ec\, audit cried 
bitterly, Ta quoth my hufbmd, fahfl opon thy face , thou wilt fall 
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backward when then commejl to age: wilt thort not laic ? It ftintei, 
and fatd I. . . 

I nh. And Hint thou too, I pray thee . Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfe. Peace / haue done : Cj od marine thee too hit grace , then 
reap the prettuSl Babe that ere l nurfl, and I might line to fee thee 
many, d once . I haue my wifh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very Theamc 
I came te talke otj tell me daughter Ittliet, * 

How (lands your difpoficions to be marryed? 

lull. It is an hourc that I dreamc not of. 

Nurfe. Anhcure y were not 1 onely Nurfe t l would. fajtbouhadJI 
fuckt thy wifdomefrom thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then ycu 
Here in V erona, Ladies of efteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yearcs 
That you are now a Maidc, thus then in briefc : 

The valiant Taru feekes you for his Loue. 

Nurfe. A man yang Lady, Lady,fuch a man as aH the world. 
Why heet a man of waxe. 

Old La. Verronas Summer hath not fucb a flower, 

Nurfe. Nayjhtes a flower, w faith a very fl.wer. 

Old La. What fay you, can youlouc the Gentleman/ 

This night you (hall behold him at our Feafl, 

Read ore the volume of yong Paru face. 

And And delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine euery feuerall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content : 

And whatobfeurde in this faire Volume lyes, 

Fiud written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Bookc of Loue,this vnbound Louer, 

To bcautifie him, onely lackes a Couer. • 

Thc fifli lines in the Sea.and tis much pride 
For faire without, the fail e within to hide : 

That Booke in manieseyes doth (bare the glorie, 

That in.gold clapfes, locks in the^golden Ooriej 

So (hall y ou (hare all that he doth poffdle, * 
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By hauing him, making your fclfe no lefle. u y 
Nurfe. No ieffe, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefely can you like of loue? 

Julu lie looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mync eye 

Then your confent giues ftrength to make it flye. Enter fertting. 

S truing. Madam, the guefls are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt (or , the Nurfe curft in the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremitie: Imuft hence to waite, I befeech 
you follow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow tbeCylu/tet the Countie ftayes, 

Nurfe. Goe gyrle, feeke happie nights to happie dayos. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercuric, Benuolio,**^ flue or fix other 
Maikert , Torch-bearers. 

Romeo. What (hall this fpecch be fpoke for our excufe? 

Or (hall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitic, 

Weelc hane no Cupid , hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Wcele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me a 1 orch, I am not for this ambling 
Being but hcauie I will bearc the light. ® * 

Mercu. Nay gentle Romeo, wemuft haueyou dance. 

, Not lbcleeue me, you haue dancing (hooes 

With nimble foies, I haue a foule oflead 

So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

cJWer. You are a Louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And (ore with them aboue a common bound. 

Romeo. 1 am too fore enpearced with his (haft, 

? o foare with his light feathers, and fo bound, 

J cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder loucs heauic burthen doe I fmke. 

Too gTeTt’oonrl <r fin < kc in h < ] )0Uld y° u buith cn loue, 
g at oppreffion (or a tender .thing.. 

Rmee 



The inojt Lament AbteTragedte 

Romeo. Is loue a tender thing ? it is to rough. 

Too rude, tooboiffrtfus , and it pricks like thorhe, 

M‘r. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Pnck loue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vilor for a vilotywhat care l 
Whatcurious eye doth quotiPdeformttie$: 

Here are the beetle browes fhall-blufh for me. 

Bot. Come knocke and enter , and no fooner in, 

But eucry man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A torch forme , letwantons light ofheart 
Tickle the fehcekfle rufhts vVith their hecles: 

For Pam prouerb’d with agraunfire Phrafe, 

He be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere to faire , and I am dun. 

Mir. Tux, duns the rnouf e, the Contlables owne word 
If thou art dnn, weele draw thetffrom the mire 
Or faue you reuerence loue , wherein thou flickeft 
Vp to the cates, come we burne day-light ho. 

Rom. Thatsnotfo. 

Mer. I meane fir in delay, 

We wafte our lights in vaine, Lights Lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our lodgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 

But tisno <fvit‘to goc. 

Mer. Why may one aske ? 

Rom. Idrcampt a Dreame to night. 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well, what was ycwrs? 
eJMer. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while thev doe dreame things true, 
Mtr. O then I fee Queenc Mab hath beetle withyou: \ 

Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in ftiapc no bigg' 
then an Agat ftone, on the forefinger ofan Alderman , draw' 1 
With a teeme of little atomics, oner men? nofos as they 
fleepesher waggon fpokes made pi long fpiuneralegsH 1 ** 011 



f,t* wings of grafle-hoppers .her tracesofrhc fmallcft Spider 
oilers of thcmoon-fliines worry beames, her whip of 

ofPhilome, her waggon., ,a fto.ll gray 
coatedGnae, not half, fobigge as aroundlitiie woimc, pnekt 
fmthelazie finger of a man. Her Chariot is anemptie Hafell 
( "dr hv the Iovner fquirtcll or old Grub, time out a mind, 
X’MesCoaeh. makers aod io this Hare ihegaUops night by 
ii.hr through loners brains, and then they dreame of loue.On 
Courtiers knees i that dreame on Cniftes ftr.it, ore Lawyers 
fingers who flrait dreame on tees, ore Ladies lips who ftraic on 
kiffes dreame , which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 
becau'e their breath with fweet meates tainted are. SometimCte 
fhee gallops ore a Courtiers nofc,and then dreames he of fmel- * 
ling out a fute t and fomtime comes fliee with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons nofeas a lies a fleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice. Sometime fhee driueth ore a fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches, 
arobufeados, fpanilh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe, and 
then anon drums in his care, ac which bee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fwcares a prayer ortwo,and fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night: and bakes the Elflocks in foule fluttifiv haires , which 
once vntaugled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs. 

That preffes them, and lcatnes them firft to beare. 

Making them women of good carriage: 

This is (hee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, MercutiopczcSy 
Thou talkft of nothing. 

Merc. True, I talke of dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vainephantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubilance as the ayre. 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North: 

And being angred puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew- dropping South. 







** X r *y^>. (si i fc. 

2?*». This wind you talke of, blowes vs from our fei U p 9 

Supper is done, and we (ball come too late. » 

Ae. I feare too early, for nay mind mifgiues 
Some confequence yet banging in the ftarres ’ 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date * 

With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Or a defpifed life clofde in my breft : 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe 
Direct my fine: on luftie Gentlemen. 

“Sen. Strike Drum. 

Tnc] march about the Stagehand Struingmca eomt 
forth with Napkins, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser, Where s Potpan that he hclpes not totakeawayf 
He thin a Trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners (hall lye. all in one or two mens 
h3nds,and they vnwaflic to.tis a foolc thmg. 

Ser. Away with theroyn-ftooles.remoue the Court. cubberr, 
looke to the Plate, good thou, faue mce a piece 01 Marchpane, 
and as thou lours me, let the Porter let in Sufan GrmdfiJ a, 4 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

2 . IBoyreadie. 

Ser. You are lookt for, and cald for,askt for, and fought for 
an the great Chamber. 

3 * t an not be here and there too,chearely boyes 

Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. * 



Exeunt. 

Enter all the gtietis and Gentlewomen to the 
Ad as^rt, 

i. Capu. Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toe* 
Vnplagucd withCornes.will walkc about with you: 

Ah my Mifirefles, which of you all 

Will now denie to dance, lhe that makes daintie, 

She lie fweare hath Comes .* am I come nr arc you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I haue feene the day 
That I haue worse a Vifor and could tell 



<?/ a oweo am luuet. 

A whifpering Tale in a faire Ladies eare s 
Such as would pleafettis gone, tis gone, tis gone, 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Mufitisns play : 
tJfrUtfuke plages, and the} dance, 

A hall, a hall, giueroome,and fooreic girles, 

More light you Knaucs, and turnc thcTables vp t 
And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah, this vnlookt for fport comes well# 

Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capulet, 

For you and I are part our dancing dayes : ..... 

How long ift now fiucc laft your 1'clfc and I 
Were in a Ma.ke ? 

2 . Capu. Berlady rhirtieyeares. 

1. Capu. What man tis not fo much Yu not fd much, 

Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucientio, 

Come Pcntycoft as quickly as it will, " 5 
Some fiuc and twentie yeares,and then wemaskt. 

2 . Capu. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir : 

His fonne isthirtie. 

t. Capu. Wi 1 you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two y cares agoe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth m rich the hand 
OF yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

“fy. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright : 

It feemes (he hangs vpon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich Iewcll in an ^Ethiops eare,- 
Beautie too rich for vfc, for earth too deare t 
So (hewes a fnowc Douc trooping with Crowes 
As yonder Lady ore herfellowesfhowes : 

The meafiire done, He watch her place of ftand 
And touching hers,make bleffed my rude hand,* 
i my heart lone till no w,forfweare it fight, 

^ a faW trUe beautic tiU th, ‘ night. 

P i Th,s his v °y«, (hould be a Montague, 

ComnT e ?’ y Ra P ier J Bo y» wh at dares theflaue' 5 . 

Come hether couerd with an antique face, 

c * r« 
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" ' Them e>Jt Lamentable Tr age, die 

To fleere and fcorne at our foie mni tie? 

Now by the ftocfce and honour of my kin, 

To (trike him dead I hold it not a fin. 



Capu. Why how now kinfman wherefore fioime 

Tib, V ncle this a Mount ague our foe : 

A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, 4 
To fcorne at our folemnitic this night. 

Capu. Yong Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that Villaine Rtmeo. 

C apu. Content thee gentle Coze, let himalone, 

A beare* him like a por*ly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth , Veren 4 brags of him. 

To be a vertuons and well gouernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take n© note of him. 

It is my will,the which if thou refpeft. 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frownes. 

An ill befeeming l’emblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft, 

He not endure him. 

Capu. He (hall be end ured. 

What goodmanBoy, I fay hefhall .goe too, 

Amlthe Maflcrhereoryou? goetoo, 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueftsi 
You will fet a Cock a hoope, youle be thetnaft. 

Tb. Why Vncle, tis a (hame. 

Capu. Goe too, goe too. ' . v. 

You are a fawey Boy, iff fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance toicath you I know what. 
You muft contrary me, marry tis time, 

Well faid my heart$,you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet.er more light, more light for fhame, 
lie make you quiet(what) chearcly my hearts. 

Ti. P-itience perforce, with wilfirll choler meeting, 
Makes my fleih tremble in their differcrvtgtecting: 



you f 0 ? , 





— — ~ ■ djjcomco anauttzefa 

1 win but 

L r Lins fwcct,conueitto bitter gall. , Exit. 

If I propbane with my vnworthieft hand. 

This "holy Ihrinc.the gentle finne is this, 

My lip* «"• blufhing Pilgrims did read.e ftand, 

Tofmooththacrough touch with a tender kiffe. 

la. Good Pilgrime you doc wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly deuotion foewes in this, 

For Saints hauc hands, that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kiffe. 

Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 

juti. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfe in Prayer, 

\ Rom. O then dearc Saint, let lips doe what hand; doe. 
They pray, (grant thou) leaft faith turne to defpaite. 

In. Saints doe not moue, though grant forPrayers fake. 
Ro. Then moue not while my Prayer?effe& I take, 

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg’d. 

Ju. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tookc. 

Re. Sin from my lips, O trcfpaffe fwcetly vrgd: 

Giue me my fin againc. 

luli. You kiffe bithbooke. 



Nur. Madam your mother craues a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. MarrieBatcheler, 

Her mother is the Ladie erf the houfe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

I nurft her daughter that you talkt Withall: 

1 tell you, he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue the chincks. . 

Rom, Is (he a fopalet ? 

0 deare account ! my life is my foes debt. . ; 

Ben. Away,begone,thefportiiat thebeft, 

Rom. I fo I feare.the more is my vnreft. 

C* p*. Nay Gentlemen prepare hot to be goue ? 

We haue a trifling foolifii Banquet towards : 

Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke yofchoneft Gentlemen, good night 3 
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i7/c f/fvjir juurro t n>9* ,f *g 

More Torches herecome on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
lie totny re it. 

luli. Come hither Nurfe t what is yond Centleman ? 

'Tfurf. The fonne and lie ire of old 7^ berio. 

lull. Whatshc that now is going out of the doore? 

Nurf. M arrie that 1 thinke be yong Petrucheo. 

luli. Whacs he that followes here that would not dance? 

Nurf. I know not. 

Iuli. Goe asks his name, if bebemarryed. 

My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 

The onely fonne of your great Enemie. 

lull. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too eaily feene,vnknowne,and knownc too late. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, . 

That I mult loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nurf, Whats tis?whattis? 

/«. A Rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I danft withall. . 

O metis within Iuliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away, the Grangers are all gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

How old defire doth in his death. bed lye, 

And yong affection gapes to be his heire, 

Thatfaire for which loue gron’dc for and would dye, 

With tender Iuliet matchr,is now not faire. 

Now 'Rpmeo is beloued, and loucs againe, 

A like bewitched by thecharme of lookes : 

But to his foe fuppofde he mult complaine. 

And fhc (teale loues fweet bait from fearefiill hookes : 
Being held a foe,he may not hauc acceffe 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fweare. 

And (he as much in loue, her rneanes much ldfc, 

To meete her new beloued any \yhcro : 




But 



m 



swwsv Hau intiztt 



But paflton lends them P ower, time meanes to meete, 
Temorine extremities with extreamefwcete. 

F & Enter Romeo tlone 

Rm. Can I gne forward when my heart is here, 

Turn* back e dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio, with Mcrcutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cozen Romeo , Romeo. 

Mer. He is wifc,& on my life hath (tolne him home to bed 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 

Call good Mercutio: 

Mer. Nay lie coniure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam, pa(fion,louer, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Speake but one rime and I am fatisfied: 

Cry but jy me, pronounce but loue and die, 

Speake to my Goflip Veuus one faire word. 

One nickname for her pur-blind fonne and heire 
Yong Abraham Cupid: he that fhot fo true. 

When King (ophetunloud the Begger-maide. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not , he moueth not. 

The ape is dead, and I muft coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Roftlims bright eyes, 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By her'fine footc , llraight leg, and quiuering thigh, 

And the demesnes, that there adjacent lie. 

That in thy hkenelTe thou appeare to vs. 

Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

„ M«r. This cannot anger him^t’would anger him 

To raife a Ipirit in his miilrefle circle, 

OfW fhange nature, Jetting it there Hand 
rjll ihechad laidcit, andconiurcd it downc. 

That were lome fpight. 

WdurTonT h t3,re an< !- honcft > 3nd in his name, 

Km.iure onely but to raiij vp him. 

- Come he hath hid himfelfeamong thefe tree* 

To beconforted with the humerous night; 

Blind is hts loue, andrbeft befits the datke. 

Mer, 




Met. Ifloue be blind , loue cannot bit the narke 
Now willhefitvnderaMedlertree, * .V 

And wifti his miftreiTe were that kind of fruit. 

As maides call Mcdless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that lh.ee were r O that (bee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a Poperifl Peare. 

“Romeo good-night lie to my Truccle- bed. 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to flccpe. 

Come (hall we goe? i ■ ■ 

Sen. Goe then, for tis in vaine to fccke him here 
That meanes not to be found. Exeunt, 

Ro . He ieafts at fcarres that neuer felt a wound. 

But fofc, what light through yonder window breakes? 

It is the Eaft, and luliet is the Sdnne. 

Anfe faire Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide at farre mote faire then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious. 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene. 

And none butfooles doe weare it, caft it off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my loue, O that fhee knew fhee were, 
Shec I'peskes yet fhee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difeourfes , I will anfwere it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me fhee fpeakes: 

T w© of the faireft flarrcs in all the heaucri, 

Hauing fome bufincs, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their tpheres till they rcturne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightnefle of her cheekc would lhame thofe ftarres, 

As day. light doth a larope, her eye in heauen, 

Would through the ayrie region fireame fo bright. 

That birds would fing , and thinkeit were not night: •-.* 
See-how fhee Icanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

O that 1 were a gloue vpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. • 

lull, Ay me 

Shec fpeakes. 






ofKomeo undlutt'et. 

Oh fpeatce againe bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being oremy head. 

As is a winged Meffenger ofHeauen 
Vnro the white vp-turnedwondring cyp, 

OfMottals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 

And fayles vpott £he bofome of the Ayre. 

luli. O Romo, Romeo , wherefore art thou Romeo } 
Denie thy father and refufc thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue, 

And ilc no longer be a Cafttlet. 

Rom. Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this? 
luli, Tis but thy name that Is my Enemie: 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a Mountague , 

What’s Mountague} iris nor hand nor footer 
Norarmenor face, O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name? that which wc call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo co\d, 

Retayne that deare perfedlion which Ije owes, " 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thyoame which is no part of thee, 

Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but Loue, and He be new baptizdej 
Hcnce-forth 1 rteuer will be Romeo. 

luli. What man art thou, that thus feefereend in night 
Sofluinbleffon my counfell? 

Ro, By a name, I know not bow to tell thee vvho* I am, 
Mynamedeare'Saintishatefulltomyfclfe, -V 
Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, V ■ 

Had l it written, I v^uld teare the Word; : ' ’ . 

lulu My eares hgue yet not dmnkc a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague} 
t Rfom, Neither faire Maide, if either thee diflike* 

D 




h t. How cameft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

With loues light wings didl ore-perch thcie walls, 
For ftony limitscannot hold loue our, 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt. - 
Therefore thy kinfmen a re no ftopjo me. 

In. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords,looke thou but fwcete, 
And I am proofe againft their enmity. 

In. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

lull. By whofe dire&ion foundft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylot, yet were thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhore walhc with the fartheft fea, 

1 fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

Iuli. Thou knowert the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my chceke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeakc tonight, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faioe,faine,dcnie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? 1 know thou wilt fay I: 

And I yvill take thy word, yet if thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfe \ at louers periurics ► 

They fay lone laughs, oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou dojft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkett I am too quickly wonnej 
lie frowpc and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay* 

So thou wiLt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire fiion»tag»e I am too foods 



Afld 



of Romeo und luliet '. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light. 
But cruft me Gentleman, lie proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be flrange, 

I fhould haue beene more fteange, I muft confefie. 

But chat thou oucr heardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blelfed Moone I vow. 

That tips with filuer all thefe fruite tree tops. 

lu.O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thyloueproue likewife variable. 

7{om. What fhall I fweare by? 

Iuli. Doe not fweare at all.* 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious fclfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And. lie beleeuethee. 

Rtf. Ifmy hearts deare loue. 

In. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of this eontradl to night. 

It is too rafh, too vnaduifdc,too hidden, 

^Too like the lightning which doth ccafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fwcet good night: 

This budofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete 

Goodnight, goodnight, as fweeterepofe and reft * 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. * 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 

In-. What fatisfadfion canft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’cxchangeofthy loues faithfull vow for mine. 
in. I gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it: 

And yet I would irwere to giuc againe. 

/»' Kt n J 1,0 r i,h , dra ' ?i ' - fM wh»<PMpofel.»e? 

tu. But to be franke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I w.lh but for the thing I haue 

My bounty is as boundleffe as the fea, 
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. ~ Themojt Lamentable T ragcefn 

My loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both arc infinite : 

I heare fome noyfe within, dcare Loue adue : 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountagne be true ; 

Stay but a little, I will come againe, 

'ko. O bldfedjbleffcd night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. 

i».Thrce words deare r fymeo > & goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thy purpofe Marriage,fend me word to morrow, 

By one that il.e procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performe the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote He lay. 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam, 
I come, anon ; butif y thou mcaneft not well, 

I doc befeech thee (by and by I come,) Madam. 

To ceafe thy fute, and Ieaue me to my griefe. 

Tomorrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

/». A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand timesthe worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boycs from their Bookes, 
But loue from loue, toward Scboole with heauie lookes. 

Enter luliet againe. 

ltt. Hift Q for a Falkners voice, 

T o lure this T affell gentle backe againe, 

Eoftdage is hoarfe,and may fpeake aloude, 

Elfe would I teare the Cauejwkere Eccho lyes, 

And make herayrie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filucr fweet, found Louers tongues by nighty 
Like fofteft'Muhcke to attending cares. 

It*. Romeo. 

Rom . My Deere. 

Ini. What 3 dock to morrow 



Romeo And Juliet, 



Shall I fend to thee? < 

Ro."By the houre of nine. 

lull. I will notfaile, tis twentieyeares till then, 

I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

'Ro. Let me ftandheretill thou remember ir. 

IuE. I fhall forget, to haue thee ftill Hand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And lie ftill ftay, to haue thee ftill forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. ' 

luli. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone, ^ 
And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like poore Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So lotting Icalous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

In, Sweet fo would I, 1 

Yet I fhoold kill thee with much cherifhing: 

Good nig|pt, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrowj 

Thac 1 fhall fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft 
Would ] werefleepe and peace fo fweet to reft - 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, ’ 

His helpe to crane, and my dearc hap to- tell. 



Enter Fryer alone with a Rafket. 

Fri. The grey ey de roorne fmiles on the frowning niehi! 
Checkring the Eaflcrne Cloudes with ftreakes of light ; 

And fleckdd daikneffe like a drunkard reeles, b 

From forth dayes path, and Tttans burning wheeles 

Now ere the Sunneaduance his burning eye, s 
The day to cheere, and nights danke dew to dfv 

I mufl vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, ; 

W Da lefull weeds, and precious iuyeed flowers 

i\rL CCart ” t ^ at,SnatUrcsmot - ier ^ n * ler ^' om be * 

What is her burying Graue, that is her wombej 




‘T^e'mop Lament afle Trigedte ' 

And from her wombe children of diuers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs.Stones, and their true qualities: 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth hue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 

Nor ought fo good, but drain'd from that faire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, (fumbling on abufe. 

Vertueit felfe-turnes vic^ being mif-applycd, 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the Infant rinde of this wcake flower 
poyfon hath refidcnce, and Medicine power ! 

For this being fmelt with that part, chearcs each part. 
Being tafted flayes all fences with the heart.* 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampc them (fill 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foone the Canker death cates vp that plant. 

1 {o. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early toBgue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Yong fonnc,it argues a diftempered head, 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 
Carekeepcs his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed ybuth with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his lims,tfaere golden fleepe doth raigne, 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me allure, 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’raturc : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fwcecer reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalin# 
Horn. With Rofalinc, my ghoftly father no, 



vftmnmntm lMtifT ~ ' ' " 

I haue forgot that name, and that names wife. 

Fri. That’s my good fonne,but where haft thou beene then? 
Ro, lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie, ^ 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes : 

I beare no hatred bleffed man : for loe 
My interceflion likewife (leads my foe, 

Fri . Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confeflron.finds but ridling Shrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich fopu/et : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combin’d,faue what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how. 

We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow t 

He tell thee as we pa(fe,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Hdly S. Francis what a change is here ? 

Is Rof aline that thou did ft loue fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ?. yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts,buYin their eyes. 

Iefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline} 

How much fait water throne awav in wafte 
To feafon loue that of it doth not taftc. * 

The Sun not yet thy fights, from Heauen clearcs 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient eares : 

Lo hereupon thy cheeke the (bine doth fit 
Of an old teare that is not wa/ht off yet. 

Ro* 
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*Ro. And badft mebary loue. 

Fri. Notinagrauc, 

To lay one in, another out tohaue. 

Re. I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
Doth grace for grace, aod loue for loue allow: 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O (lie knew well, 

Thy loue did read by rote, that could no fpell : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 

In one rcfpe& He thy afli ftant be: - r 
For this Alliance may fohappie proue j, 

To turne your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence, Iftand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 









Exeunt, 



Enter Benuolio and Mercutio . 

Mer. Where cheDeu’le fliould this Romeobe} came heenor 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pate hard-hearted wench, that Rofolim 
Torments him fo, that he wilt fure run mad. 

Ben. Tib ah, the Kinfman to old fapulet, hath fent a Letter to 
his fathers houfe. • 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. will anfwere it. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. ...i 

Ben^ Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Mafter, how he darn 

being dared. . , 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, hceis alreadie dead, flab dwitna 
white Wenches blaeke Eye, run through the earewith a Lout- 
Song, the very Pinne ofhis heart, cleft with the blindeBo^ 
boyes Biit-flhaft, and is he a man to encounter Ttbalt ? 

Rom. Why, what is Ttbalt ? 

eJMer. More then Prince o-f Cats. O hee’s the courag 10 ^ 
Capraine of Complements : he fights as you fing Prick.w”c> 
keepes time, diftance-and proportion, hee reftshis rrnnurn Jt^f 
one two and the third in yeur. bofotne ; the very Butcher^ 
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nice button, t dualift,adualtft, a Gentleman ofthe veryfirft 
houfe of the firftand fecond canfe , ah thcimmortallPaflado, 
the punto reuerfo, the Hay. 

2 The 

OMer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affeaing phanta- 
de« theft new tuners of accent: by Iefu a very good blade , a 
very’tall man , a very good whore. Why is not this a lamenta- 
ble thing grandfir, that wee ftiould be thus affli&ed with thefe 
ftrange flies: thefe fafhion-mongers, thefe pardona-tnees, who 
Handle much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at cafe on 
the old bench. O they; bones , their bones. 



Ben, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryedHering, Oflefla.Sefti, 
how art thou fifhified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitehin wench, manic fhee 
had a better loue to berime her: 7>ido adowdie, Cleopatra a 
Gipfte , Helten and Hero , hildingsand harlots : This hie a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo Bonieur t tbercs 
a French faluation to your frenchflop : yougauevsthc coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 

giueyou? 

Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can you net conceiuc? 

Romeo, Pardon good Mereutio, my bufinefie was great,and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftraines a man to bow in the hams. «. - 

Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. Amoftcurteousexpofition. 

CWer. Nay,I am the very pinckc of curtefies 1 

Romeo, Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mer, Sure wit, follow Wee this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worse out thy pump , that when the Angle foie of it is worne, 

E the 
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tfee ic aft rr ay rcmaine after the wearing, foly fingular. 

Ro. O finglcfolde ieaft, foly fingular for the fingle'neffe, 

Mer. Come betweene vs good B er.uolio , my wits faints. 

'Ro. Swits and fpurs, fwits iiid fpurs, or He cry a match. 

Mer. Nay, if oiir wits run the wild goofe chafe,! amdon* 
For thou baft more ofthewilde goofe in one of thy wits, then 
lam furel hauein my whole fiue. Was I with youtherefot 
the goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft neuer with mec for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

CMer. I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaft, 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is avery bitter fweting,it is a moft /harp fauce, 

*Rp. And is it hot well feru’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Men Oh herc’sa wit of Cheuerell* that, ftretchcs from an 
yrjch nanoWjto an ell-broad. 

Ro. I (Irctch it out for that word , broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

M*r. Why.? is not this better now, then groning forLoue, 
now art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo : now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , forthis driucling lout is 
like a great Naturall, that runs lolling vp and downctohidc 
his bable in a hole. 

"Ben. Stop there,ftop there. . 

Mer. Thoudefireft me to flop in my tale againft the haite, 

Ben, Thou wouldftelfchaue made thy tale large. 

OUer. O thou art deceiu’d,I would haue made it fhortj'® 1 

was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 



accupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Hetes goodly geare. Enter Nurfe 4»4 herutM. 

Afayleafayle. ' , 

Men Two, two, a flam and a frnockc. 
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Refer: 

Reter. Anon* 



Mer. Good Peter to hideher face, for her fans thefsV«^ £f| 
Mwfe, God ye good morrow Gentlemen* ^ 



*f Remo dMjttltch 



\Mtr, Ged ye goodden fairc Gentlewoman 
T^urfe. Is it goodden? 

Men Tis no lefle I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyali 
is now vpon the prickc of noone. 

Nurfe. Out vpon you , vvhar a man arc you? 

2^. One Gentlcwoma,that God hath made.himfclfe ro mar* 
Nurfe. By my troth it is well faide, for himfelfc to marre 
quath a : Gentlemen can any of you tell roe where I may findo 
theyong Romeo ? 

Ro. Lean tell you , but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hec was when you fought him ; I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. Y ou fay well. 

wi%? Y “ U thC W ° rft WCl1 * TCfy Wdl tookc ; *«*, wifely, 
t°u ^ S'* Idc ? rc fome confidence with you* 

Re*. Shce will endue him to foroe fupper. 3 

Mer. Abaud,abaud,abaud. Soho. 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

a Lcntcn -p' if • that * 

in Lent. archoarc >* nd an old hare hoare is very good mcatc 
' -c C it a b h c rpcnc‘ “ h ° re ^ t0 ° mUch forafcor '’ when it hoares 



R?.* Iwmol]l°™yo° y ° Urfathers ?vveclct0 dinner thither.' 
*~ Mer ‘ FarewcI1 anneient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

fo follof&S" WHat f3WdC merchant was thffoat 

ta,ke .and wil^cak^m^r^n^mi ^ 13t t0 hcare 

ln a rnontth. ? remanuoute, then hcc will ftand to 
and a were lufllf *S ainft mejle take him down 

z no u i,c 
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ftand by too, and fuffer euery Knaue to vfe mee at his plea 
Cure. 

Pet. I Taw no man vfe you at hi* pleafure : if I had, mywej. 
pon fhould quickly haue bcenc out, I warrant you, I dare draw 
affoone as another man, if I fee occafion in a good quarrelled 
the law on my fide. 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vexr , that euery part about 
mequiuers, skuruie Knaue : pray you fir a word: and as I told 
you.myyong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what (lie bid mee 
fay, l will keepe to my fclfe : butfirft let me tell ye,ifye fiiould 
leade her in a Fooles paradife, as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kind of behauiour as they fay : for the Gentlewoman isyongj 
and therefore , if you fhould deale double with her, trucly it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentle woman, and verie 
vveake dealing. 

Rom. Nurfc, commcndir.e to chy Lady and Miftris, Iproteft 
vn to thee. 

Nur. Good heart , and yfai r h Twill tell htr as much : Lord, 
Lord, fhe will be a ioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wiluhou tell her Nurfc ? thou doeft not mark 
mee? 

N*r. I will tell her fir, that you doe proteft, which a* I take 
it, is Gentlemanlike offer. j 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome meanes to come to fiuifc this af» 
ternoone, ; 

And there file fhall at F- yer Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. Notruly fir not apennie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you ftiall. 

Nur. This afternoone fir, well flic /hall be there. 

Rom. And ftay good Nurfc behind the Abbey wall, 

Within thUhcure my man lhall be with thee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled Itairc, 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Muft be my Conuoy in the fccrer night. 

Farewell be trufiie,and 11c quite thy paines ; 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftiis. ^ 



Uttr. Now God in Heauen bleflfe thee, harkeyou fir. 

Re, What fay’ ft thou my deare Nurfc ? 

Ttyr, Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay , two may 
keepe counfell putting one away. 

Ro. Warrant thee my mans as true as ftfcele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miftreffe is the fweeteft Ladie, Lord, 
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble, 
man in Towne one Paris , that would faine lay Knife abobrd t 
but fhe good fqulehad as leeue fee aTode , a very Todc as fee 
him : I angerer fometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rer man, but lie warrant you, when I fay fo, (he lookec as pate 
as any clout in the verfall World, doth not Rofcmarie and Ro* 
meo begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro. I Nurfc, what of that? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Dogges name, R: is for the no » I 
know it beginneswitb fome other letter , and fhee hath the 
prettied fententious of it,ofyouand Roieosary, that it would' 
doc you good to heare it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady, 

"Npr, I athouland times Petit ? 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

” ’ 0 v S*fo 

Enter Juliet. 

Ju. The docke ftrooke nine when Ididfend the Nurfe, 

III halfe an houre flic promifed to returne. 

Perchance fiie cannot meete him. thats not fo : 

Ob fhe is lame, loues Heraulds fhould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafler glides then the Sunncs beanies 
Drmmg backe fhadowes ouer lewring hils: 

Therefore doe nimble pini jn’d Doues draw lone. 

And therefore bath the wirde fwift Cupid wings; 

Now is the .Sunni* vpon the highm.oft hill 
Oi this dayes ioumey , and from nine till tw clue, 

14 An ? ^°" rcs > Vel i* not come, 
sc fne affedioti? and warme youthful! blond, 

hec woula be as fwift in motion as a ball, ' 
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My words would bandie her co my fweet Loue. 

And hi* to me, but old folkcs ^many faine as they were dead t 
jVoweildie, flow, hfauie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe, 

O God fhe comes, O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur ■ r Peter ftay at the g ite. 

Iu, Now good Twee. Nurfe % O Lord, why look'fl thou fad } 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou flia.-n’ii the Mufick of Tweet newes. 

By playing it to me, with To Tower a face. 

Nttr. 1 am a weary, giue me leaue a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had ? 

In. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes? 

Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good,good Nurfe fpeakc.' 

Nur. lefti what haft, can you not Hay a while ? 

Doe you net fee that I am put of breath ? 

In, How art thou out i f breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath > 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the Talc thou do’ft cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwerctothar. 

Say either and lie ftay thccircuroftance.* 

Let me be fatisfied, ift good or bad ? 

Nur. -Well, you haue made a limple choice, you know net 
how to chooTe a man : Romeo t no not hr, though his face be bet* 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they bee not tobeetalkton, y« 
they are paft compare ; he is not the flower of emtefie , but lie 
warrant him a3 gentle as a Lambe : goc thy wayes Wend 1 , 
ferueGod. What haue you dindeat home ? 

In. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What Taycs he of our Marriage, what of that? 

*&ur. Lord, how my bead akes, what a head haue I : 
Itbeates as it would fall in t-wentie pieces. 

My backc a tothcr fide, a my backe, my backc: 

Beflirewyour heart for feuding me about To 
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To cStch my death with hunting vp and downe* 
lu, Ifaith I am Torry that thou art not wefl. 

Sweet, fweet, Tweet Nurft, tell me what fayes my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue Tayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a ttirtcous,and a kind, and a handToroe, 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why. Thee is within, where flaouhi 
The bee ? 

How odly thou replyeft j 

Your Loue Tayes like an honeft Gentleman,, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 

Areyoufohot, marry cotnevpl trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hcncc-forward doe your Meflages your felfe. 

Iu. Here’s fuch a coyle, come what fayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to goc to fluift to day ? 

Iu. lhaue. 1 



„, A ^: Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrenee Cell, 
There (tayes aHusband to make you a Wife: 

Now comes the wancon bioud vp in yourchcekes 
They le be in Scarlet ftraighc at any newes : * 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 

££ ;■ B,,d ‘-r « foone when i. is dark. 

Iam the Drudge, and toylein your dclieht : 

But you fliaii beare the burthen foone at night. 

Goe Hero dinner, hye you to the Cell. 8 

iU ' Hie to hi S h fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell.. 
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Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare. 

It is enough I may 1 but call her mine. 

Tri. Thefe violent delights haue violent ends, 

And in their tiiumph dye like fire and powder; 

Which as they kiffeconlumc.Thc fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomncffe in his owne delieioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo. 

Too fwift, arriues as tardic, as too flow. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Here comes the ladie, Oh fo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the cuerlafting flint, 

A Louer may beftride the Goffamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

ju. Good euen to my ghoftly Confeffor. 

Fri. Rome » (ball thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

In, As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Re, Ah Miet, if the meafurc of thy ioy 
Beheapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue, 

Vnfold the imagin’d happineffc that both 
Receiue in either, by this dcare encounter. 

It*. Conceit more rich in matter then in Words, 

Brags of his fubftance, not of ornament. 

They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme vp fome of halfe my wealth. 

Frt. Come, come with me, and we will make fnort wo i 
For by your leaues,y eu fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benuolion, nnd men* 

Ben. I pray thee good Merentie lets retire. 

The day is hot, the papule ts abroad : 

And if wc meet, we (hall not fcape a brawl** for n0 ^ 
dayes, is the mad bloud ftirring. 0, 
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Mer, Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when bee en*’ 
ters the confines of a Tauerne, claps mee his fword vpon the 
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table, and (ayes, Gufc*|rend mee no need of thee: and by the o» 
peration of the fecond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy moode, as 
any in Italie : and afloone moued to bee moodie , and affoone 
moodie to be moued, 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , wee fhould haue none 
ffiortly, for one would kill the other : thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a manthat;hath a haiiemorc, or a haireleflein 
his beard, then thou baft ;: thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
crackingNuts , haulng no other reafon, but becaufe thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , buc fuch an eye , would ipie out fuch a 
quarrell ? thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egge is ful of meat 
and yet thy head hath be en beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling: thou haft quareld with a man for coffiug in the ftreec, 
became he hath wakened thy dog that hath Jayne afleepc in the 
Sun Didft thou not fall out with a tayjor ; for wearing his new 
doublet before tafter: with another, for tying his new Ihooes 
with old rtband.andyet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ? 

hnvfh f nd r W 7 C f r apt , CO ^ uafrcl as chou «Mny man fhould 

\ T t. T P r ° f r '«*. for a n home and a quarter. 

Mer . The fcc-fimple, O fimple, ■ 

'P n £ TTi b3lt » Pctruch io Aethers. 

Ten By my head here comes the Cole's. 

M‘r Bymvhcelelcatenoc. 

2? , Follow me clof , for I will fpeate to them 

G Xr^ Cn ^ 00d " deD ‘ aWOrdwUhGnco % ou * * • 

of x,ua,fk *, 

S<d ™ Y ™Zn ' ‘e‘ in °“Sh to thrt fir , a»d you „,|1 

liing? e»uldj uaot take fume occafionyvithout gi- 



Ti. 




TfJFwyp Tzmumm 'rragemc • — ■ — 



” 7*/> Mer ditto thou confortcft with Romeo . 

Mer. Cooforc, what do’ft thou makers Minftrels? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs, look to heare nottkJg but difcords, here's 
my Fiddlefttcke , heere’s that (hall make you dance zounds 
confort. 

Ren, We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 

Or reafon coldly of your gricuances : 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Met, Mens eies were made to looke, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well peace be with you fir,hcre comes my man; 

Mer.But He be bang’d fir,if he wcare your Liuery; 

Marry goe before to field, heele be your follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

T>b. Romeo, the laue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this : thou art a Villaine. 

Ro, ’ftbalt ,the reafon that I haue to loue thee, . 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting ; Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know’ft me not, 

71. Boy, this (hall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw, 

Ro, I doe proteft I ncuer iniured thee, 

But loue thee better then thou canft dcuife - 
Till thou (haltknow the reafon of my loue, 

And fo good Capulet, which name Itcnder 
As dearcly as my owne, be fatisfied. 

Mer, O calmed ilhonourablc, vilefubmiflion ; 
oA tla fine at bo carries it away. 

Tibalt , you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 



Mer . Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nint 
liuesj, that I meane to make bold withall , and as you (ha 
▼femee hereafter drie beate the reft of the eight. Will y oU 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the eares ? make n* 
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>#.»(* mine bee about your eares ere it bee our, 

7 ?.Iamfory°u. . 

Ro. Gentle Mereutto, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir your Paffado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons, 
Gemlemen, for (hame forbeare this outrage*, 

Tibalt, Mereutto ,thc Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreets, 

Hold Ttbalt, good Mercutio. 

%A way Tibalt. 

Mer . I am hurt. 

A plague a both houlcs, T am (ped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I, I, a feratch, a feratch, marry ’tis enough. 

Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well,nor fo wide as a Church 
doorc, but ’tis enough, twill feme s aske forme to morrow,and 
you (hall find mee a graue man. I am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a 
moufc, a cat to feratch a man to death , a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick , why the 
deu’le came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vndcr your arme, 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer, Helpc me into fomehoufe Benuolio. 

Or 1 (hall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormes meat of me, 

I haue it, and foundly to your houfes — - 

Sxis 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alic, 

My very friend hath got hismortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftaynd 
With Tibalt s (launder, Ttbale that an houre 
Hath beenemy Cozin, O fweet luliet , 

Thy beautie hath made me effeminate. 

And in my temper foltncd valours fteele. 

• * Fi Ent& 



The moJliMmeniabk 7 " ragedie : — - 

£»«er Benuolto. 

'Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brauc Mercutio is dead, 

Thar gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

W'»'ch too vntimely here did (come the earth. 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on moe dayes doth depend, 

This but begins, the woe others mud end. 

'Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt backe againc. 

'Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercufo flame. 

Away to heauen refpeifliue lenitie, 

And fire and furie, be my conduit now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine back aga'.ne, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercutio's foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either thou eir I, or both, mud goe with him. 

Ti. Thou .wretched boy that didft confoit him here, 

Shah with him hence. 

Ro. This (hall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Ben. Romeo , away, be gone : 

The Citizen^ are vp, and Tibalt flaioe, 

Stand not amazed, the Prince.wtU doome thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. C 

Ben. 

Enter Citizens. 

fitt. Which way ran he that kild M ercutio ? 

Tibalt, that murthcrer, which way ran he ? 

Bern. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Ctti. Vp, fir, goe with mee 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, eld Mouptague,Capuler, 
their ’vines tjhdall. ‘ 

Erin. Where are the vile banners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I ca'npifcouer all : 

The vnluckie maunage ofthi^atall brail. 



\ 9 1 am fortunes foole* 
Why doft thou flay ? 



Exit. RonttG' 



There lyes the man flame by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman, btaue Mercutio. 

Capu.m. Ttbalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child,] 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild 
Of my deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours,fhead bloud of CMontague. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Pnn. Benuolto, who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here flaine, whom Romeo's hand did flay, 

Rpweo that fpoke him faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure all this vttered. 

With gentle breath, calmelooke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fplcene 
Ot Tibalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With peircing fleele at bold Mercutio' s breaft, 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall Icorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt , whole dextentie 
Retorts it, Romeo he ayes aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue, 

His agill arme beates downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them ruflies, vnderneath whofc arme. 

An enuious thruft from Tibalt, hit the life 
Of flout (JMercutio.znd then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertayn’d reuenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I ' 

Could draw to part them, was flout Tibalt flailie s . ' 

And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie. 

This is che truth, or let Benuolto die. 

O.tvi. He is a kinfman to the Mount ague, 

Affe&ion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true : 

Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ftrife. 

And all thole twentie could bin kill one life, 
eg tor luliice, which thou. Prince, mull giue ; 

F x Romes 





The ittojl Lament Able Trdgedk 

Romeo flew Tibalt, Romeo muft not hue. 

Prim. Romeo (\ cw him, he flew Mereutio, 

Who now the price ©Fhis deare bloud doth owej 
Moun. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mercutios friend 
His fault concludes, but what the Law fhould end, * 
The life of Tibolt. 

Prim. And for that offence. 

Immediately we doe exile him hence: 

I haue an Intereft in your hearts proceeding. 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with foftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

1 will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchafe out' abufes. 
Therefore vfenone, let "Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houreis his laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Enter Iuliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed ftecds. 

Towards Pbcebue lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phoeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in dowdie night immediately. 

Sprsad thy clofe curtaine loue-performing night, 

Tha t runnawayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, vntalkc of and vnfeene, 

Loucrs can fee todoe their amorous rights. 

By their owne beauties, or of loue to blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night, 
Thoufober futed matron all inblacke. 

And learne me how to loofe a winning match. 

Plaid forapaire offtainleffc maiden-heads 
Hood my rnmand bloud baiting in my ebeekes. 

With thy blacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 

Thinke true loue a&ed fimplc modeft ies 

Come night , come Romeo , come thou day in night. 
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For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night, 

Whiter then fnowvpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night, come loutng black-browd night. 

Giue me my Romeo, and when hee fhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face ofheauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with night. 

Arid pay no worfhip to the garifh Sun, 

O I haue bought the manfion of a loue. 

But not poffelt it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurfei 
Enter Nurfe with cords . 

And fhee brings newes and euery tongue that { 

But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence 
Now Klur/e, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nur. I, I, the cords. 

Iuliet. Ay me,what newes?why doft thou wring thy hands: 
Nur. A weladay, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 

We are rndonc Lady , we are vndone* 

A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead.' 
lu. Can heauen be fo enuious. 

Nur. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo , “RpmeOj 
Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

lu. What diuell art thou, that doft torment me shusl* 

This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell, 
Hath^weaflainchimfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fhall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee arifwerel; 

If he be flaine fay I, or ifnot ,no. 

Briefe, founds, determine my wealc cr woj 

. . , Tim- 



'J m TTtVJl LaTfltTti rKgTrvn* _ 

Tfjtr. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 

God laue the marke, here on his manly breft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe. 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedawde in blood, 

All in goatc blood, I founded at the fight. 

lu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once 
To prifon eyes, nere lookt onlibertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and RomeoytcSc onz heauie beere. 

Tsfur . O 7 ybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had, 

O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould liuc to fee thee dead. 

lu. What fforme is this that blowes fo contrarie? 

Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt: is goue, and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Iuliet. O God, did Romeos hand fhed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

A Tar. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowving face. 
lu. Did euer dragon keepe fo fane a Caue? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall.- 

lUuenous doue,feathred Rauen, woluiftwrauening lambe, 
Defpifed fubftance of diuineft (how: ^ 

Iuft oppofite to what thou iuftly ieetn ft, 

A damntfd fainr, an honourable villaine; 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 
w henthou didft power the fpirit of a fiend 
In mortall paradife offuch fweet flefhr 
Was euer booke contayning fuch vile matter 

Sofairely bound? O that deceit fhould dwell- ■ . 

In fuch a gorgeous PaJIace. ... 

Nitr. Theres no cruft, no faith, nohonehie in men, 

AU periurdc, all for- w rrnc, all naugiu, all difkiBDieis, 

Ah wheres my man? g.uc me fome Aqua . tm<s? 



■ ef'RbJhld ana 

Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo. 

lu. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fhamc: 

Vpon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit: 

For tis a thronewhere honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth. 

O what a beaft was I to chide at him? 

Nur. Will you fpeakewcll of him that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpcake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ab poore my Lord, what tongue ftrall fmooth thy name, 
Whcnlthy threehoure* wife hauemangledit? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backe foolifh tcares, backe to your natiue fpring. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy. 

My husband liues that Tibalt would haue flainc. 

And Ttbalts dead that would haueflaine my husband: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibalts death 
That murdered me, I would forget it faine. 

But oh itpreflej to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalt /: Ttbalts death 
Was woe inough ifit had ended there: 

Or iffower woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And needly will be wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe faid Tibalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, 

Which moderne Lamentation might haue moued, 

But with a reareward following7»^//r death, 

Romeo is banifhed to fpcake that word. 

Is father, mother, Tib alt , Romeo , luliet. 

All flaine, all dead; 'Borneo is banifhed, . 
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2 HC moji LumcT/i 0 tr*xrir?? tgiif»K; 

There is no etid, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother JVnrfei 

Ttyr. Weeping and wailing ouerTtbalts corfc. 

Will you goe to them : I will bring you thither, 

Iu. Wafh they his-wounds with teares.- mine fhall be fptnt, 
When theirs are drie, for IRomeoj banifhmenr. 

Take vp thofe cord*, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and 1 for Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed. 

But I a rhSide, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to my wedding bed, 

And death not Romeo, take my maiden-head. 

Tfur. Hie to your chamber, He find Rentes 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke yc,your Romeo will be hearc at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

]u. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his lalt farewell. 

Exit, 

Enter Frier R omco. 

Tri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fcarefull man, • 
AfflidVion is enamord of thy parts.: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes doome t 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not? 

Tri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

T brine thee tydings of the Princes doome. 

Ro. What lefte then Doomefday is the Princes doome * 
Tri. A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips, 
jsjot bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Ro. Ha, banifhment? be mercilull, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his looke. 

Much more then death, doe not fay bamfiament. 

Tri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed : ^ 







— of Rif, 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Veron 4 walles. 
But purgatory, torture, hell i t felfe .* 

Hence banifhed, is banifht from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 

Is death miflearm’d , calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Tri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulnefTe, 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufhtafide the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feed it not. 

Ro. Tis torture and not mcrcie, Hcauen is here 
Where luliet Hues and euery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moufe, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitie, 

More honourable Rate, more courtfhip Hues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo:\\ity may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Meets hand. 

And fteale immortall blcfling from her lips. 

Who eucn in pure and Vcftallmodefty, 

Still blufh, as thinking their owne kiffes finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this muff flye : 
And fay ft thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doe this, but I from this muff flye : 

They are freemen, but I am banifhed. 

SoS 00 n ° P ° yf ° n J mixt no fhar P e ground Knife 

Bur h a dd n? 7“? f death * thou 8 h n « e meane. 
But banifhed to. kill me : Banifhed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell • 

Howling attends it/how haft thou the heart 

Being a D.uine, a ghoftly Confcflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft, 

0 mangle me with that word banifhed? 

G a 
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Fri. Thou fond mad man, heart me a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banishment. 

Fri. He giue thcc armour to keepeoff that woid, 
Aduerfitics fweet milke,Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhed ? hang vp Philosophic, 

Vnleffc Philofophie can make a Iuliet , 

Difplant a Towne* reuerfe a Princes doome, 

It helpes not, it preuailcs not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no eares. 

Ro, How fhould they, when wife men haue no eyes. 

Frt. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doll not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, Iuliet thy loue, 

An houre but married, Tibalt murdered. 

Doting like me, and like me baniftied. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire, 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the raeafure of an vnmade graue. 

Nurftk»ttks> 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I,vnlefle the breath of heart-ficke groDes 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knocks e. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife, 
Thou wilt be taken (flay awhile) ftand vp. 

Knocke againe. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will, 
Whatfimpleiieffeis this: 1 come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Njirfe. 

Nftr. Let me come in, and you {hall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Iuliet , 

Fri. Welcome theD. 

Nftr. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 







Where’s my Ladies Lord, where's Romto 
Fri, There on the ground. 

With his owneteares made drunke. 

Nftr. OjheiseueninmyMiftrelTccafe. 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 

Pitious predicament, cuen fo lyes fhee, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you be a roan. 

For beliefs fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why ftiould you fall into fo deepe an O : 

Rom. Nutfe. 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeft thou of Iuliet t how is it with her ? 

Doth not fhee thinkeme ah old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaynd the child-hood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth flaee? and what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tib alt calls, and then on Romeo cryes. 

And then downc falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name {hot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell roe, that I may facke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cryes out thou art : . 

Thy tcares are womanifh, thy wild a&s denote 
The vnreafonable furie of a beaft j : 

Vnfcemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in Teeming both. 

Thou haft amaz,’d me. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flaine Tibalt ? wilt thou flay thy- felfe ? 

G 3 And 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thylife lyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe ? 

Why raylcft thpu on thy birth ? the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, a^d heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once would ft loofe. 
Fie, fie, thou (harneft thy fhape, thy loue, thy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all : 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhould be decke thy fhape,thy loue,thy wit: 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme ofwaxe, 

Difgrefling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fworne, but hollow periurie, 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to cherilh, 
Thy .W'Mhat ornament, to fhape and loue, 
Miffe-fhapcnin the conduit of them both; 

Like powder in askill-lefte Souldiers flaske,. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy ittliet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy, Tib Alt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatneddeath bccomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array* 

Bus like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferable. 
Goeget thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 
Afcend-her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till Che watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not pafTe to 
Where thou fhalt Hue till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thoufaftd times more ioy 



" t>f Romeo anTfnfuu 

Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe co bed, 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming. 

1 y*tr. O Lord, I could haueftayd here all the night, 

To hearegood counfell, oh what Learning is * 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir, a Ring (be bids me giue you fir: 

Hie you, make harte, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Tri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ftands all your ftates 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soioume in CWautua, lie find out your man, * 

And he fhal! fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 

Giue me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro. But that a iojr paft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefc, fo briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell. 

_ , , _ Exeunt, 

Enter old Capulet ., bis Mfe andVzxxs. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to mouc our daughter 
Looke you, (he lou’d her Kinfman Ttbah dearely. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to dye. ^ 

Tis very late, fheel not come downe to night : 

•I promii e you, but for your company 

I would haue beene a bed an houre agee. 

M -Thefc times ofwo,affbord no times to woe ; 

Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter 

Tn La ’ i ! ^ n » and know hcr mind early to morrow* 

To m sh , m „ M , t<| vp <o hcf 

Of mv r* ^ ^ lT \ Sy * ma ^ e ^.^c^peratc tender 

Of my cnildcslwue.i thlokt fa w /,, b ' tuWe< 
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~Thc mojnbutmemaene'i rageatt — ^ 

In ail rcfpe&s by me : nay raorci I doiibt ic not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goc to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my fonne Paris loue, 

And bid her,marke you me, on wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

’ Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha,ha, well wendfday is too foone, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

Shee fliall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this haftc ? 

Weele keepe no great adoc, a friend or two, 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly, 

Being our kinfman, if we reuell much : 

Therefore weele haue feme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow> 
Capu. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday, be it then : 

Goe you to Iuliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 

Exeunt, 

Romeo and Iuliet aloft. 

let. Wilt thou begone? Ic isnotyetnearedayj 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larkc, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine eare. 

Nightly fiiee lings on yond Pomgranec tree, 

Belecue me ioue, it was the Nighcingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 

No Nightingale; iookeloue what enuious ftreakes 
Doe lace tbefeuering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles sre burnt out, and iocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the miftie Mountayfies tops, 

I mu(l be gone and line, or ftay and die. % 

It*. Y ond light is not day light, I know it I : j { 




= • R&HtiriMrcrnmrr. 

It is fome Meteor that the Sunnc exhale*, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

Rp, Letme be tane, let me be put to death, 

I am content, fo thou wilt baue it fo. * 

He fay you gray is not the mornings eye, 

’Tis but the pale reflexe of Cintbias brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goe : 

Come death and welcome, Iuliet wils it fo. 

Howiftmy foule,lets talke,it is not day. 

lu. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away : 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune, 

Strayning harfhDifcords, and ynpleafiog Sharpes, 

Some fay the Larke makes fweecDiuifion. 

This doth not lotfor fhe deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had chang’d voyces too : 

Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, # 

O now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo. Morelight and light, more darke and darke 
our woes. 

Enter Madame «WNiirfc. 



Nur. Madam. 

lu. Nurfe. „ 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is commingto your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 
lu. Then window let day in,and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell, farewcll.onekiffe and lie defeend. 

In. Art thou gone fo Loue, Lord, ay husband, friend, 

I muft heare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many dayes, 

Q by this count I fhall be much in yearcs. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

H Ro. 




Themojt Lament Atnei rageax 

Re. Farewell. 

I will omit no oportunitie. 

That may conuey my greeting* loue to thee. 

In. O thinkeft thou we (hall euer meetc againe ? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woes (hall ferue 
For fweet difeourfes in our time to come. 

In. O God I haue an ill diuining foule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowc. 

As one dead in the bottome of aTombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes, or thou looked pale. 

And truft me loue, in my eye fo doe you: 
Dry forrow drinkes our bloud, Aduc, adue. 

Exit* 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle. 
If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowm'd for faith? be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long. 

But fend him backe.. 

Enter ether. 



La. Ho daughter, are you vp ? 

In. Who ift that cals? it is my Lady Mother; 

Is flic not downe fo late orvp lo early ? 

What vnaccuftomM caufc procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now Juliet. 

In. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Conns death ? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares ? 

And if thou could’tt, thou could’ft not make him hue : 
Therefore haue done.fome griefefliewes much of loue. 

But much of griefe,(hewes ftill Tome want of wit. • 

I u. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling loflc, 

La. So (ball you feelc the Ioffe, but not the tnend 
Which you weepe for. 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, ■' 

Icannot chufe but cuer weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weep ft not fo much for his death* 
A* that the Villaineliue* which flaughtered him. 



I* 








it for. 
ay is that ? 

Thursday morne# 









I*. What Villaine Madam? 

La. Thatfame Villaine Romeo. 

I*. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder s 
God pardon him, I doc with all my heart : 

Andyet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. That is bccaufe the Tray tor liues. 

I u, I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands ; 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not, 
Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantua $ 
Where that famebanifht Runnagatedoth line. 

Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram. 

That he (ball foone keepe Tib nit companies 
And then I hope thou wile be fatisfied. 

I h. Indeed I neuer (hall be fatisfied 
With 1 \emee, till I behold him. Dead . 

Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vext t 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bcare a poyfon, I would temper it: 

That Kemeo fhould vpon rcccit thereof, 

Soone fleepe inejuier. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and ile find 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding 
I«. And ioy comes well in fticb a nee< 

What are they, I befeeeh your Ladffhip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a carcfull fach 
One who. to put thee from thy heauineffc. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expe&s not, nor 1 lookt n! 

I». Madam in happie time, whjat.d 
Marriemy childe, early next 
The gallant, yong,and Noble Gen 

Jl H C L° l,n ! ic PanS3i Saint Pf/eraCi.urcn, 

Snail happly make thee there aioyfull Brid 

H * 
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The mefi Lamentable Tragedie 

lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 

He (hall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

Ere he that fhould be husband comes to woo; 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fweare 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris, thefe arc newcs indeed. 

Met. Here comes your father,tcll him fo your felfe! 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet awdNurfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets, the Ayre doth driflc deaw. 
But for the Sun-fet of my Brother* fonnc. 

It raines downe right. 

How now a Conduit Girle, what ftill in teares. 
Eucrmore fho wring : In one little body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body is; 
Saylingin this falcfloud,the\yindes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares and they with them. 
Without a fudden calme will ouer fee 
Thy tempeft tolfed body. How now wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La. I fir, but Are will none, fhe giues you thankes. 

I would the Foole wet ^ iriarryed to her Graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will fhe none? doth fine hot giue vs thankes? 

Is fhe not proud? doth fhe riot count herbleft, 
(Vnworthy as fhe is) that wchaue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman tb be her Bridcgroome ? 

/#.Not proud, you haue, but thankfull that you haue: 
Proud can I neucr be of what 1 hate, 

But thankfull edenfor hate, that is meant loue. _ 
C<*.How now, how now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
Proud and I thankcyoU,andl tban'ke you not. 

And yet not proud ; Miftris tniiiioD you ? 

Thanke me no thankings,uor proud me no proud*, 



But 



of RemTTanTfufieL^^ 

But fettle your fine loynts gainft Thurfday next, 

To eoe with Tar is to Saint Peters Church; 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greencfickneffe carrion, out you baggage. 

You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you madde? 

1h. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Heare me with patience, but to fpeakea word. 

Fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedieat wretch 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neucr after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, replie not, doe not anfwcre mee. 

My fingers itch, wife, wee fcaree thought vs bleft. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfe in hauing her; 

Out on herhilding. 

Nur. God in heauen bleffe her; 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your goffips, goe, 

Nttr. I fpeake no treafon, 

Fa. OGodigeden, 

Nur. May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goffips bowle. 

For here wee need it not. 

Wi. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in companie, ftill my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demeans, youthful! and nobly allied, 

Scuft(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wifhaman. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole. 



— 



Tffe mojt umentame i r agnate - — 

A whining mammet, in hei fortunes tender. 

To anfwere.ile not wed, I: cannot loue: 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with meet 
Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfeto ieft. 

Thurfday is necre, lay hand on heart, aduifc. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge,ftaiue,dye i n the facets, 

For by my foule, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine faail euer doc thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile not be forfworne. Sait 

Iuiiet . Is there no pittie fitting in the eloudes. 

That fees into the bottome of nay griefe? 

O fweer my Mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke, 

Orif you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doc as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit, 

luhet. O God. O 'Hurfe, how (hall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

Ho w faail that faith returne againe to earth, 

Vnlefle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort mc.counfailc me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen faould practice ftratagetm 
Vpon fo foft a fubie<£t as my felfe. 

What faift thou, had thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe, , „ L ,5 

Kljtr. Faith here it is, 'Romeo is banifaed.and all the wotw 
That he dares nere come backe to v challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be my Health: 

Then fincc the cafe fo (lands as now it doth, 

I thinke it bed ycu married with the Countic, 

O hees alouely Gentlemans 

JLomeetz difadouc to him, an Eagle Madam 

Hath not fo grecne, foquicke, fo faire an ey e ^ 



As Paris hath, befarow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match. 

For it excels your firft, or if it did not. 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 

Jh. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

War. And from my foule too, or elfc befarew them both, 
lu. Amen. 

Nur. Whai? 

lx. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much. 

Got in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difplcafde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

To make confeffion.and to beabfolu’d. 

Nur. Marriel will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 
lu. Auncient damnation, O mod wicked fiend, 
h it more finne to wifamethus forfworne. 

Or ro difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which (he hathpraifde him with aboue compare 

So many thoufand times? GoeCounfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth faail be twain*: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

Ifall elfe failc,my felfe haue power to die. Exsto- 

Enter Frier and Countie Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is very faort. 

Pa. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to (lacke his hafte. 

Frt . You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneuen is the courfe, Dike it not. 

a L\ Immoderately fac weepes for T, baits death. 

And therefore haue Kittle talke ofloue. 



^petheinundat^^^r 

5 h,ch much minded by her felfe alone. 
May be put from her by fodciic,. * 



f .° TK ‘" W , lmi, « not in a houfe of tearrs. 
Now fir, her father counts it dangerous 

Anrli \ edoth r 8 i UC her forr °w fo much fway: 
And m h ls wifedome hafts our marriaoe 7 
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Nov» doe you know the peafon of this hafte? 

Fri. I would I knew pot why it flioujd be flowed, 

Looke fir here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter. Iuliet. 

Far. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

In. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Fa. That may be muft be loue, on Thurfday next. 

In. What miift be, fhall be. 

Fri. Thats a certayne text. 

Par. Come you to make confeifion to this Father? 

In. To anfwere that, I {hould confefle to you. 

‘Fa. Doe not denic to him, that you loue me. 

In. I will confefle to you that I loue him. 

‘Par. So will ye, I am Cure that you loue me . 

In. If I doe fo, it will bee of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your back?, then to your face. 

‘Par. Poore foule thy face is much abufd with teares. 

In. The teares haue got fmalWiftorie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their fpight. 

Pa. Thou wrongfi it more then tcates with that report. 
In. That is flander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I fpakc it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is.m'tne, and thou haft flaundrcd it. 

In. It may be fo^fpr it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leafure, holy Father now, 

Or fhall I come to you at Euening Mafle ? 

Fri. My lei Cure ferues me, pcnfiue Daughter now. 

My Lord we muft intreatc the time alone. 

Pa. Godfhield, 1 fhould difturbe deuotion, 

Juliet, on Thurfday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then adue, and kecpe this holy kiflc. E Xit ‘ 

In. O Chut the doore*- and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, paft hpp.e, paft care, paft helpe. 

Fri. O Iuliet I already kno.VY f.by griefe. 

It ftraines me paft the cQi^paffepf tpy> wits, 

I heare thou muft, and notbipg~o? a y!P ror 0&y c **« 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie, 
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U Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 

Vnleffe thou tell me how I may preuent it: 

If in thy wifdome thou canft giue no hdpc. 

Doe thou but call my refolution wife, 

And with this Knife, lie helpe it prelently, 

God ioynd my heart, and Romees,t\\o\xovtt hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos feald : 

Shall be the Labell to another deed, 

Or my true heart with trechcrous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this (hall flay them both : 

Therefore out of thy long experien’ft time, 

G:ue me fome prefenr counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Knife 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating thar. 

Which the commiflion ofthy yeares and art. 

Could to no ifliie of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpeake, I long to dye, 

If what thou {peak’ll, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of hope, 

Which craues asdefperate an execution. 

As that is defpetate which we Would preuent. 

If rather then to marrie Couolie Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thy fclfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away thi; fhamc. 

That coop’ft with death himfelfe, to fcape from it. 

And if thou dareft, lie giue thee remedic. 

In. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry P arts , 

From of the battlements of any T.. wer, 

Orwalkein theeinfh wayes,orbidme!urke 
Where Serpents 3re : chaine me with roring Bearei 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houfe, S3 

Ore couercd quite with dead rpenS ratling bones. 

With reekielhankes and yeflriw chapteffe fiulsir <_• f 

Or bid me goe into a new mao? graue. 

And hide me with a dead man in hft fhroud, 

Thingsthat to heare them told, haut made me tremble, 

I And 






And I will doe it without fcare or doubt. 

To liue an vnftayn’d wife to my fwcet Loue. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giue confer)* 
To martie Parit : wenfday is tomorrow. 

To morrow night looke that thi u lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this diddling liquor drinke thou off. 

When prefently through all thy veines (hall runne, 

A cold anddrowfie humour: for no pulfc 
Shall keepe his natiue progrcffe but furceafe 
No warmth, no breath (hall teftifie thou liueft. 

The Roles in thy lips and chcckes (hall fade 
Too paly alhes, the eyes windowes-falL: 

Like death when he (huts vp the day of life 
Each part depriu’d of (iipple gouernmerjc, 

Sh»H rtiffe and darke, and cold appcarc like death. 
And in this borrowed likeneffe of (hrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and fortie houres. 

And then awake as from a pleafant fleepe. 

Now when thcRridcgroomeinthe morning comes^ 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead ; 
Then as the manner of our Gountrey is. 

In thy beft Robes vneouerd on the Beere, 

Be borne to burial! in cKy Kindreds graue; 

Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault, 
VVhetealhhc Kindred of thf Capuletj lye. 

In themcane time againft thou (halt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift,. 

And hither (hall he comc,and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and chat very night. 

Shall Romeo beare thee hence to OMa/iima,. 

And this-fhall free thee from this prrfent (hatne,. 

If no inconftant ioy nor womanifh fcare. 

Abate thy valour in the a&ing it, 

lot, Giue me, giue me, O tell me not of feare. 

Sri, Hold get you gone, be Prong an dprofperous 



— tf RS1HM am ittiteh 

In thi* refolue, 'de fend a Frier with fpeed 
To with my Letters to thy Lord, 

he. Loue giue me ftrength, and rtrength (hall hclpe afford? 
Farewell deare Father. * Extnne, 

Enter Fnther Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, And S«r- 
uingmett , two or three. 

£a. So many guefts inuitc as here are writ. 

Sirrah, goe hire me twentie cunning Cookes. 

Sir. Y ou (hall haue none ill (ir , fot i|c try if they can licke 
their 6ngers. 

Qa. How canfl thou try them fo? 

Ser. Marriefir , ’tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his owne 
fingers: therefore he that cannot licke bis fingers goes not with 
me. 
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what is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrtmct } 

Nter. Iforfooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A peeuilh felfe-will'd Harlotry it is. 

£»?vrluliet. 

where (he comes from (hrift with merrie looke. 
How now my head-fkong, where haue you bccnc gad- 

lm. Where I haue learnt to repent the fm 
Of difobedient oppofiiion, 

To you and your bchefts, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here. 

To begge your pardon, pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am eucr ruld by you, 

Ca. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of tkia. 

He haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

l n. 1 met the youthful! Lord at L a wrenee Cell 
And gaue him what becommcdlouc I might. 

Not ftepping ore the bounds of mode flic. 

Ca. Why I am glad on't, this is well, (land vp. 

This is as t fhoultl be, Ice me fee the Count* i P ’ 

’ marne,goe I fay, anti fetch him hithes. ’ 

I » Hon 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

In. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofer, 

To helpe me f6rt fuch needfull ornaments, 

As you thinkefit to furnish me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not tillThurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt, 

Mo, We (ball be (hort in our prouifion, 

'Tis now ncare night. 

Fa. Tufb, I will ftirre about. 

And all thing* (ball be well, I warrant thee wife : 

Goe thou to lu/tet, helpe to deck vp her, 

lie not to bed to night, let me alone: _••• 

lieplay the htifwife for this once, what ho? 

They arc all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Counlie Pam, to prepare vp him 
Againft tomorrow,my heart is wondrous lighr. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Tuliet Nurfe. 

^iT'thofc attyres are be ft, bur gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : 

For I haue need of many Orifons, 

To moue the Heauens to fmile vpon my ftace, 

, Which well thou knoweft, is crofle and full of finrte. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. What areyoubufieho? need you my helpe ? 

la. No Madam, vve haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As are bchoofefullfor our (late to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be lefr alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fore, you haueiyour hands full all. 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reftifor thouhaft need, 

m;ii . :wj. i; gxettet. 
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u Farewell, God knowes when we (hall meete againe. 

I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my wines. 

That almoft freezes tp the heate of life: 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me. 

what fhould ftiee doe here? 

My difmall Sceane I needs muft act alone, 

Come Viall, what if this mixture doe not workeatall? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this (hall (orbid it, lie thou there. 

What ific be a poyfon which the Fr l er} 

Subtilly hath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he fhould be dilbonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to 'Rfmeoi 
I feare it is, and yet me think* it fbould nor. 

For he hath ftill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid intotheTombe, > ...... 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Cometoredeemcme, theres afearefull point: 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the Vault? 

To whofe foule mouth no healihfome ayre breaths in. 

And there die ftrangled ere my Rptpeo comps. 

Or if I hue, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and right. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault, an ancient rece ptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftor? are packt. 

Where bloody Ttbalt yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where 4s they jfay. 

At fome hourcs in the night, fpirics relort: 

Alacke, alacke, is it nor like that I 

So early waking, what with lcathfome fmeJs, 

Andihnkes like mandrakes tome out ofthe earth. 

That liuing mortalls hearing them runnt mjuj* - 

Or if I wake, (hall 1 not be difif aught, 

(Inuirored wuh all thchr bwhous fearcs,) 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynes? 

} 3 And 
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And plucke the mangled Tib alt from his fhrowde, 

And in this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club dafls out my defperate braines. 

O looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo tbat did fpit his body 

Vpon a Rapiers point: (lay Ttbalt ftay; „ 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo , heres drinke, I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the bottfe and Tfurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyts, apd fetch more fpices Nurfe. 
Nttr. They call for Daves and Quinces in the Paflric. 

Enter old Capukt. 

Ca. Come, ftir, ttir, ttir, the fecmid Cocke hath crowed. 
The Curphew Bell hathroung, tit three a docket 
Looke to the bakte meates, good %/lngelsta. 

Spare not for coll. 

Nnr, GoeyouCot-queane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith youle be fickc to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for lefle caufe, and nere bcene ficke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-hunt in your rime. 

But I will watch you from fuels watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Ca. A iealeus hood, a iealous hood.no w fellow, what is thert? 

Enter three orfonrewith {pits and logs and baskets . 

Eel. Thingsfor the Cooke fir,but I know not what. 

Ca. Make hafte, make hade firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call 'Peter, he willfhe w thee where they are. 

Tel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ublePs/er for the matter. 

Ca. Mafic an d well faid, a merrie horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

Play Mh ficke. 

The Co untie willbeherewithmuficke ftraight. 

For fo he fai d he would, I heare him neere. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho » what Nurfe I fay? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Goe waken Juliet, goe and trim her vp, 



xomeidnehttliet. 

lie goe and chat whh 'Paris, hie, make hafte. 

Make hafte, the Bridegroome, he is come alreadie, make haft® 
I fay. 

Nnr. Miftris.what Miflris, Iteliot, faft I warrant her &e B 
WhyLambe, why Ladie,ficyoufluggabed, 

Why Loue I fay. Madam fweet heart, why Bride : 

What not a word, you take your penniworths now, 

Slcepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Parts hath fet vp his reft, 

That you (ball reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen : how found is fhe a fleepe •* 

3 mull needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam. 

I,let the Countie take you in your bed 
Hcele fright you vpyfaith, will it not be? 

Whatdrcft, and in your clothes, and downc againe ? 

Imuft needs wake you. Lady, Lady, Lady. S 

Alas, alas, helpe, hclpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay, thateuer I was borne 

Some Ayria-vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 
tMo. What noyfe is hccre ? ^ 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Me. What is the matter ? 

Nnr. .Looke, looke, oh heauie day. 

Afo. ° nie.Ome, my child, my oneJy life. 

R^ lOOk. ,p dyc \j h , J !”' • 

Wclpcjhclpe, call hclpc# 

- v n , , E * ter Father. 

VoonZr hcr J ,kc an untimely, froft 

O wofulltime. 



J5*fr- 





The nsofi Lamentable Tragedie m 

Fa. Death that hath tafte her hence to make me waiie, 

Tyes rp my tongue and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier dnd the Countie t mth the Mujitiam. 

F ft. Come* is the Bride readie to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but neuer to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wile, theie fht lyes. 

Flower as fiie wasy defidwredby him. 

Death is my fonne in law, death is triy h'iire, 

My daughter he hath wedded. I will dye, 

And lcaue him all, life, liuing, all is deaths. ■ 

Paris. Haue I thought long iofee thi4 mornings face, 

And doth it giuc me fuch a fighc as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hateful! day, 

Moft mifcrable houre that ere time faw 
In lading labour of bis Pilgrimage, 

But one poore one, one poore and leflirig childe. 

But one thing to reioyce and l’olace itt, 

And cruell death hathcatcftt itfrOmmy fight. 

Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day, 

That euer, eucr, I did yet behold, 

O day,0 day, O day, O hatcfull day, 

Neuer was feene fo blacks a day as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Paris. Bcguild jdiuotced, wronged, Ipightedjllaine. 

Moft deteftable death, by thee beguild, 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowhe, 

O loue, O life, not life, but loue iti death. 

Fat. Defpifde,diftrdfed, hated, martyrd, kild, 
Vncomfortablc tiitt.fc, why camft thou now, 

To murther, mutthef our folemtiitie ? / > j 

O child, O child, my foule and not my child, 

Dead art thou.alacke my ehiUi is dead, 

And with my child my ibyes ate bti?iedv 

Fri. Peace ho for fliame,confufibns , care hues no 

InthefeconfufionSjHeauenandyourl'elte 
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Had part in this faire Maid, now Heauen hath all. 

And all the better is U for the Maids 

Your part in her, you could not keepe from death, 

But Hcaueri keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion, 

For’twas your Heauen fire fliould be aduanft. 

And weepeye now, feeing (he is aduanft 
Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen it felfe. 

O in this loue, you loue your child fo ill, 

That you run mad, feeing thatfhe is well : 

She’s not well marryed, that Hues marryed long. 

But file’s beft marryed, that dyes marryed yong. 

Dry vp your teares, and fticke your Rofematie 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is. 

And in herbeft array beare her to Church j 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures ccares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall, 

Turne from their office to black eFu Derail : 

Our Infiruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding the ’.re to a fad buriall Feaft : 

Our folemne Hymnes to fullen Dyrges change s 

Our Bridal! flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe : 

And all things change them to the contraric. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him s 
And goe fir Paris euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 

The Heauens doc lowre vpon you for fome ill : 

Moue them no more, by eroding their high will* 

Exeunt manent Mu/ici. 

Mufi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honcft gcod-feliowes, ah put-vp",putvp. 

For well you know, this isa pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes . 

EnterVeW* 

Pet. MufitionSjOh Mufitions,hatts cafe.ham cafe, 
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O, and you will haue me liue, play hearts eafe, 

FidlerWhy hearts eafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies , my hart 
is full of woe. 

.Q play me fome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Minftrcls. Not a dump we, tis no-time to play row. 

?4. You will not then? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then giue it you foundly, 

Min. What will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

I will giue you the Minftrell. 

tjiiin. Then will ! giue you the feruing creature. 

Per.Then wil I fay the feruing creatures dagger on yourpate^ 
I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you,ilc Fa you do you note me? 
Min. And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
a.C JM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit. 

Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men. 

When griping griefe3 the hart doth wound, then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found, waht 
fay you Simon Catling? 

C Mm. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 
pet. Pratee,what fay you Hugh Rebick? 
z.M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 
?Pet. Pratee to, what fay you lames found poft? 
l.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lendredreffe. 

Exit. 



vj ivu/Hi v mu Timer . ' 

Mi** What a peftilent knaue is this fame? 

M.i. Hang him Iacke , come wcelc in here , tarrie for the 
Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may truft the flattering truth offleepe, 

My dreames prefage fome ioy full newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord, fits lightly in his throne:. 

And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit. 

Lifts me aboue the ground with checrefull thoughts.’ 

I dreampt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreames that giues a dead man Ieaue to think, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe poffeft. 

When but loucs fhadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man Bal thazer. 

Newes from Verona , how now Balthazeri 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth my Lady /#/«*?that I aske againc. 

For nothing can be ill, if fhee be well. 

Man. Then (lie is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in Camels monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels liues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did Ieaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro. Is it euen fo? then I denie you flarres. 

Thou knoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poll horfes, I will hence to night. 

Man, I doe befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Yourlookes arc pale and wild, and doe import 
Some mifaduenturc. 

Re. T ufh thou art deceio’d, 

Leaue me, and doc the thing Ibid thee doe, 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. Norny good Lord. 

Exit, 

7 ? 9 . N<> matter, get thee gone, 

And hyre tbofe Horfes, He be with thee ftraighc. 
Well lulitt, 1 will lye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for rneancs, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate mens: 

I doe remember an Anpothecarie, 

And here abouts adwels, which late I noted 
Intattrcd weeds, with ouer-wheltning browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones : 

Aid in his needy (hop aTortoyshung, 

An Alhgater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill (hap’c fifties, and about his (helues, 

A bcggerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofea 
Were thinly (cam red, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfc I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofelale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this ftiould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers (hop is (hut. 

What bo Apothccarie: 

tsippo. Who cals folowd? 

. Rem. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch fodne fpeeding geare. 

As wdldifperfe it ifclfe through all the veines, 
Thatthe life-wearie-tak^r may fall dead, _ 

And that the Truncke ma£ be difeharg d of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

Poti. Such mortall drugs I haue , but MantUae law 

Is death to any he that vtters them. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 

And feareft to die, famine is in thy chcekes, 

Neede and oppreflion ftarueth in thy eyes, 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 

The world affords no law to make thee rich: 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

*Ps. My pouerty, but not my willconfents. 

Ro. I pay thy pouerty and not thy will. 

Po. Put this io any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

7[o. There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens fouls, 
Doing more murthers in this loathfome world. 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou mai’ft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To /«/«*/ graue, for there muft I vfe thee. 

Exeunt 

Enter Frierlohn to Frier Lawrence. 

Job. Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame ftiould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes Romeo } 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

1th. Goingtofinda barefoote brother out, 
Oneofourordertoaffociatemc, . . . 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of thetowne, 

Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe, 

Where the infeftious peftilence did raigrte, 

Scald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth, 

So that may fpcedeto Mantua there was ftaide. 
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Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

John. I cold not fend it, here it is againe, 

Nor get a Meffenger to bring it thee. 

So fcarefull weretbey of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brother-hood, 

The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of deare import, and the negledting it, 

May doe much danger : Fryer lohn goe hence, 

Get me an Iron Grow and bring it ttraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

Exit. * 

lohn Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now muft I to the Monument alone, 

Within this three houres will faire luliet wake, 

Shee will befhrew me much tha xlRpmeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore lining Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Torobe. 

Exit. 

Paris and hu Page. 

Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloofe, 

. Yet put it out, for I would not befeene : 

Vnder yond yong trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, 

So fhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loefe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graucs, 

But thou {halt hcare it, whittle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard, yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrcW» 
O woe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones. 

Which with fweet water nightly I will dew. 

Or wanting that, with teares diftil’d by moncs 5 
The Obfequies that I for thee will keepe* 



of Romeo and luliet. 

Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy graue and weepe. 

Whittle Boy, 

The Boy giues warning, fomething doth approch, 
What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To crofle my Obfequies and true Loues right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer his man. 

Ro. Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliuer ic to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feett, ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face • 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger* 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft yfe. 

In deare employment,thcrefore hence be gone : 

But if thou iealousdoftreturne to pry 
In what Ifarther fhall intend to doe/ 

By Heaueo I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy lteirscs : 

I ne time and my intents are fauage wilde * 

More fierce and more inexorable farre * 

Then emptie Tygers.or the roring Sea. 

Balt. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

T £f°A ? r° U flleWme W thou that* 

L S d p e P n°^ r r ° US ’ and farewell good fellow. 

Hifli V F °t f Ch ' S fa ^ ,e » iIc hide here about. 
Hislookes^eare, and his intents I doubt. 

A®. Thou deteftable mawe, thou wombe of death. 

Thufll? ' h S d '" cft “f-h. e«h: ‘ ^ 

An?' ? f r lhy r6ttcn iawcs «® open, 
pin defpight tie cram thee with more food. 

That murdred i a T baD1 ^ hau & ht,e Montague, 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous (harae 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy rnhallowed toyle, vile Mount ague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, Idoc apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

R t . I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman, 

Flye hence and leaue me, thinke ypon thefe gone, 
let them affright thee. 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not another finnevpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauenl loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arnfd againft my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, liuc, and hereafter lay, 

A mad mans mcrcie bid thee runne away. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation. 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouokeme? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Tar. O iapnflaine,if thou be merciful!. 

Open the Tombc, lay me with lulf. 

R 9 In faith I will, let me petufc this face, 
<Jtferc»tio'j Kinfman, Noble Countie 
What faid my man, when my betoffed loulc 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me P«mfliould haue marryed lute* , 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am 1 mad, heating him talke ot Juliet 
To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand 
One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant grauei . . 

AGraue; O no, A Lanchomejftanghtred Youth. 
For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 

Tiiis Vault a feafting prefence lull of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man ,nterd » 

How oft when men are at the point o. deatn, 
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thevbeene metric? which their Keepers call 
Xh»7 0 gW»r,to.h ? Ol.b«wn.,j t r 
Call this a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie : 

Thou art not conquer'd, beauties eofigne yet 
Is Crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes, 

And Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

Tibalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy lheet ? 

O what more fauour can I doe to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twame. 

To lunder his that was thine enemic ? 

Forgiuc me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet. 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? 1 will bcleeue, 

Shall I beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 

And that the leane abhorred Monfterkecpes 

Thee here in darke to be his Paramour? 

For feare of that, 1 ftill Will flay with thee. 

And neucr from this palace of dimme night 
Depart againc; here, here will I remayne. 

With Wotmes that are thy Chamberroaydes : O here 

Will I fet vp my eucrlafting reft : 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 

From this World-wearied fltfli,eycslookeyourlaftt 

Armcs take your laft embrace s And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kiffe 
A dateleffe bargaine to ingrofling death : 

Come bitter conduft, come vnfauourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The dalhingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weaty Barkc s 
Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary; 

Thy Drugs are quicke.Thus with a kiffe Idye. 

. - 

Enter Frier with Lant borne, Crow and Spade, 

Fri. Saint Francis be my fpeed, bow oft to night 
Haue my old feet Humbled at graucs? Who’s there ? 

L Bah* 



Fri. Saint Francijbe my 

Haue my old feet Humbled 

* 
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Balt. Here* one, a friend, and one that knowes you well? 

Fri. Bliffc be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle fcullcs, as I difeerne, 

It burneth in the Cerpels monument, 

"Balt, It doth fo holy fir, and thercs my matter, one that yog 
loot, :z ■ ■■■’ ' ::i (i 

Fri. Who is it?. T' ' , j j” ■ 

Balt. Romeo. 

Fri. Ho w long hath he bin there? 

Balt. Full halfeanhourc. 

Fri. Goc withmetotheVault. , 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

If I did flay to looke on his enleints. 

Fri, Stay, then ile goealorte^fitare . comes vpon mci 

0 much I feave fomriil'vnlnckie th'mg, j; : . ,, _ ; 

Balt. As I didfleepe vndcr this young tree here, 

1 dreampt my matter and another fought,. 

And that my matter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 

Alackc,aiacke, what bloud is this which ftaines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe mattcrlelTe and goarie fword's 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Bari* too? 

And tteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houxe 
Is guilt e of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ttirs. ,« 

luti. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord. 

I doe remember well where 1 fhould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo} 

Fri. Ihearc fome noy fe Lojdy.conw from that nel. 

Of death, contagion,and vnnaturall fleepe; 

A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents^come, come away. 
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Thy husband in thy bofomc there lies dead/ 

And Parte too, come ilc dilpofc of thee, 

Anong a Sifter-hood of holy Nuitoes: 

Stay nottoqueftion.for the watch is comming. 

Come, goc good Juliet, 1 dare no longer flay. 

° Exit « 

Iuli. Goeget thee hence, for I will not away. 

What* here? a cup clofd in my true loues hand? 

Poyfonl fee hathbecne his timelcflc end: 

O churle, drinke a!l,and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, 1 will k:fle thy lips, 

Happly fomc poy fon yet doth hang on them* 

To make me die with a icftoratiuc. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

Iuli. Yea node? then ilc bebriefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let me dic. 

Boy. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard, 
Goe fomc of you, who ere you find, attach . 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Countiettaine, 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead/ 

Who here hath laine thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capulett. 

Raife vp the Mount ague}, fomc others fearch, 

Wc fee the ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the rrue ground of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot without circumftance defery. 



Enter Komeos man. 



Watch. Heres Romeos man , wc found him in the Churchyard. 
Chirfe Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and a nother Watchman . 

3 .Watch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fights , and wcepet. 

L % wee 
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We tooke thisMattocke and this Spade from him. 

As he w as comming from this Churchyard fide. 

Chief e Watch. A great fnfpition, flay the Frier too, too,. 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin . What mifaducnture is fo early vp. 

That cals our perfon from our mornings reft > 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

Ca. Wbatfhoulditbe that they fo Ihrike abroad > 

Wtfe. O thepeople in the ftreet cry Rpmeo, 

Some Juliet, and feme Paris, and allrunne 
With open out-cry to ward our Monument. 

Prin. What feare is this which ftartles in youreares ? 
Watch. Soucrcignc,here lyes the Countie Tarts flaine, 

And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand newkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foule murder comes,. 
Watch. Here is a Fr/er, and flaughtred Romeos man. 

With Inftruments vpon them fit toopen 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Cap. O Heauen ! O Wife! looke how our Daughter bleeds ! 
This Dagger hath miftane.for loe his houfe,, 

Is ernptie on the backe of Momtague , 

And is milheath'd in my Daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mountague. 

Prin. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heiie, now early downe. 

Mottn. Alas, my 'Liege, m^ wife is dead to night, * 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woe conlpircs againft my age ? 

Prin. Looke and thou fhalc fee.. 

• Maun. Othou vntaugbt, what manners is in this, 

To preffebefore thy father to a gtaue ? 

Prin. Sefile vp tberooneth of out-rage for a while. 

Till we can clcerc thefe ambiguities, 

And know their fptlng, their their true defeent, 
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And then will I be Generali of your woe*, 

And lead you euen to death t meanetimeforbeare. 
And let mifchance be flaue to patience. 

Brine forth the parties of-fufpition. 

Pr$t I am the greateft^ablcto doc icaft. 

Yet moft fufpeaed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfutl murther : 

And hearelftand both to impeach and purge 
My fclfe condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

Trin . Then fay at oncewhat thou doll know in this? 

Frier. I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long asis a tcdiousTale. 

Romeo there dead, was Husband to that Juliet, 

And Ihc there dead, that ‘Romeo’s faithfull wife.- 
I married thepi, and their ftolnc marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday, whofe vntimely death, 
Banifh’t the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tthalt, luliet pin’d. 

You, to remoue that fiege of griefe from her, 

Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce. 

To Countie Tar is. Then comes foe to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me dcuifc fomemcanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage : 

Or in my Cell there would ftiekill her fclfe. 

Then gauc 1 her (fo tuterd by mv art) 

Afleeping potion, which fo tooke effeft 
As I intended, for k wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I 'writ to Romeo 
That he ftiould hither come as this dire night , 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed gtaue. 

Being the time the potions force Ihould ceafe. 

But he which bore my Lett'er,Fricr John, 

W as ftayed by accident, and yefternight 
Returned my Letter backc, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault,, 

Meaning to keepc her clofely at my Cell,, 




Till T conueniently could fend to "Rpmeo. 

But when 1 came foroe minute ere the time 
Ot her awaking, here vntimely lay, 

The noble ‘P-ari/.and true Romeo dead- 
She wakes, and I intrcated her ccmc forth 
And bearc this worke of Heauen with patience j 
But then a noyfe did fcare me from the Tombe, 
And (he too defpcrate would not goe with me : 
But as it feeroes, did violence on her felfe. 
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All this 1 know, and to the Mariage her Nurfen priuy: 
And if ought in this mifcarryed by my fault, 

Let my old life be facrific’d lbme houre before the time, 

Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Prin. We ftill haue knowne thee for a holy man. 
Where’s Romeos man ? what can he fay to this? 

•Salth. I brought my Matter newes otiulieti death, 
And then in port he came from LMontua, 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 
ThiS letter he early bid me giue his Father, 
jtad threatnedme with death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

prise. Giueme the Letter,I will lookeomr. . 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Matter in this place. 

"So/.He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies graue, 
And bid me ttand aloofc, and Co I did, 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Matter drew on him, 

then I ran away to call the watch. 

A Pri».This Letter doth make good the Friers wor , 
Their couife of LoUe the tidings of her death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a P°y lon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and there wit.haH, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye 

Where be thcle enemies ? Capstlet,<-M° & 

See wharta fcourgeis laid vpon your hate? 

That Heauen finds meaties to kill your toy es with , 
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And 



— e>j Momfd 4M luIiiT. 

And 1 for winking at your difcords too, 

Haue loft a brafe of Kinfmcn, all are punifht. 

Cep. O brother Mountegtee , giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynturc, for no more 
Can I demand. 

M»u*. But I can giue thee more, 

For I wili rayfc her ftatue in pure gold, 

That whiles Z)ero»A by that name is knowne, 

There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithfull Inliet. 

Cep. As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 

Poore Sacrifices ofour enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sun for forrow will not Chew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some (hall be pardoned, and feme punifhed. 

For neuer was a Scorie of more woe, 

Then this of luhet and her Romeo. 
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